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i E 8 100 have perhaps 
deſerved to be, but little 


e known to the World, I 
expect to be cenſur d by ſome of too 


much Boldneſs for engaging in ſo dif- 


ficult a Work as a Tranſlation of Ho- 


races Odes, after the Attempts of two 


conſiderable Hands. The Truth is 
this: I have long had it in my Thoughts 


bob 700 my Fortune in publiſhing, a 
A 2 Tranſla- 


4 = 3 > 
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PREFACE”, 
T NE of ſome Greek or CIO 
Author, and I pitch upon Horace 


2 or this, Purpose becauſe as I always 


read him with; the greatelÞ Pleaſure, 
1 Was of O Ne e e en "A 
him with the moſt Succeſs: Nane | 
imagined, ase as the Undertaking 
was acknowledged on all «rr ya 
arduous, if | Proceeds well in it, 
ſhould gain the more Applauſe; if i fl 
the leſs Diſgrace. I might be deſer 
. pal eee ee 
think the ingenious Gentlemen, that 
| haye gone before me in this Work, far 
my Superiors in Parts and Learning, 
tho what ſome Friends haveſaid mi 
not roceed from a too great Partialit 
in 0 Favour, that I have been in 4 | 
neral cloſer, if not juſter, to Horace 
than either of them: But if this be 
_ judged, as it moſt likely will, too high 
. 2+ M (Compliment by indifferent Perſons, 
yet in caſe I have given my RT LIM 
Author a happier Turn than they 
n . few e all bis end 
Amiens 


Antes. * 
taks this as an Atoneta bent fora my wg 
ſuming on a Verſion after them, and 
let me pak without Condemnation; 
eſpecially. when they are told farther, 
that theſe Lines were only the Product 
of an Hour or two ina Day, when 1 
was deliver d from the Noiſe of a little 
Grammar- School; and that there are 
few Odes, but What were interrupted 
by my Boys Barbariſms, and the tedi- 
ous Repetition of Lilly $ dry Rules, 

Having made this ſhort Apology 
Fn my Boldnef and Deficiency in 
the preſent Undertaking, I ſhall em- 

oy "ihe remaining Part of 'this Pre- 
14 in ſhowing, ſome of my general 
Fentirhents' concerning my Author, in 
regard to that Part of his Work which 
have attempted to tranſlate, and the 
Methods T have taken to make Hina 


F peak e 


5 As for the Adige that PONY 
ploy his Muſe on, they are ſome- 
A 3 times 


i PREFACE. 
times merry, amorous, and trifling; 
ſometimes grave, important, and 
noble; but ſtill the ſame Spirit runs 
through the 'whole : The Prince of 
Roman Lyrio plainly ſhews himſelf 
in the Gay as well as the Serious, in 
the Humble as well as the Sublime. In 
all his Performances there is a ſingular 
"Happineſs of Expreſſion, an eaſy Ma- 
jeſty of Style, and an artful Conceal- 
ment of Art. He is every where like 
the fair Lady he deſcribes'in his fifth 
Ode, fimplex Munditiis, plainly ele- 
gant. Mirth and Humour ſparkle here 
without the low Pun, or affected Wit- 
ticiſm. Beauty and Gaiety diſplay 
their Charms, without ſuperfluous 
Trappings or gaudy-Inconfiſtencies. 
Grandeur and Sublimity ſhine ſteadily 
and in due Proportion, without any 
unnatural Flights or ge her of word 
: Ns 85 or FINER * ra 6 
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„Even his feeniing W e and 


Pigion, without Returnts the firſt 
LT £5330 77 a e Point, 


— 
** 


PRE F AC E. vii 
Point, are perhaps rather Beauties than 
Blemiſhes: There is, I fancy, a real 


Agreement in many Parts, Ws there 
appears to be none at firſt Sight: The 


uſing 2 low Particles = fre equent 
Tautologi y in Proſe any join- 


ing — and Branches, of Diſ- 
courſe together, is what cannot be — 
by one that writes, or reads harp 


255 


_ alle my tolerable Spirit. "Tis 


ſet forth in an orderly Monpar,) with- 
out his expoſing to View all the little 
nice Links that conjoin/ them. This 
Omiſſion artfully manag d affords the 
Reader the more 7 a becauſe it 
gives him an Opportunity of finding 
out the Coherence, and ſupplying 
ſomething himſelf: It makes à Piece 
in ſome Meaſure reſemble the Works 
of Nature; where all things at firſt ap- 
pear in an independent, tho lovely 
Variety, and a bright Confuſion; but 
on a deeper Reſearch, an harmonious 
Connection is in a moſt agrecablꝶ ſur- 
uu, „5 prizing 


viii PREFACE 
prizing manner diſcovered in the one, 
as diſtinct Regularity ariſes gradually 
from the other. Whenever the Poet 
entirely ſtarts from, and forſakes his 
firſt Subject, it 1s on ſome great Hint 
that flaſhes on his Mind, ſomething 
that particularly affects him. This may 
be call'd an Irregularity in Writing, but 
it muſt be confeſs d to be a very natu- 
ral one. Where is the Soldier, who at 
the mentioning of War can forbear 
running o' er a Narrative of his Cam- 
paigns? Where is the Miſer who at the 
Sound of Gold has not his Thoughts 
and his Diſcourſe wholly turned on 
his beloved Intereſt? or where the Lo- 
ver, who, when his dear Charmer 
ariſes to his Imagination, does not for- 
every other Topic, and dwell entire- 
touches and delights the Soul bears 
her all away with it like an impetuous 
Torrent, and ſuffers the Man to ſpeak 
of nothing, but what has ſome way or 
other Relation to 5 28a I muſt own! 
by _ 


PREFACE. ix 
that theſe Breaks are not to be admit- 
ted in any kind of Poetry beſides L- 
ric, but here they are not only — 
_ „ 


But what. nd ES new — 
a Maſter gratarum artium, of the 
Arts of pleaſing, is his judicious Di- 
verſifying of his Diction; and what 
will give him-«diftinguiſhiing Charac- 
ter of Beauty through all Ages, are his 
admirable Peculiarities of Expreſſion, 
that ſpeak more than a Page in lefs 
than a Line; tically conciſe, but 
without Obſcurity; eaſily to be under- 
ſtood in their own, but difficult and 
ſometimes impoſſible to be transfus'd 
without Loſs of Spirit into another 
Language; boldly adorned with the 
ſtrongeſt Figures, * at the ſame time 
conveying the juſteſt 8entiments-. 
mongſt theſe how exquiſitely fine and 
noble are thoſe H and maſ- 
culine Strokes, that riſe to 
he Rules of the pedanticGrammarian, 

TEINS: 0 that, 


* PREFACE. 
that, as Mr. Pope ſays, in that beſt of 
good Pieces his Eſſay on Criticiſm, 
without paſſing thro the judgment 
gain the Heart, gloriouſſy erroneous, 
charmingly extravagant, _ * 
| N * I 855 

OD oer 1 [ 

But tho my arte Maſe ab en 
er Beauty, and dreſt with ſuch 
fingular Elegance, yet one could with 
in a ſew Places that ſne diſplay d lefs 


of the Rake. She ſometimes rants a 


little too much like a Barchanal, and 
eſpecially in the eighth and twelfth 
Epode (which I could not ſafely touch) 
ſinks too deep into the foul Language 
of Suburra or Drury- Lane; and has 
introduced with ſome Warmth of Ex- 
preſſion a Lycidas, a Ligurine, and a 
Lyciſcut, where a Lydia or a Chloe 
would have made a more decent and 
natural Appearance. However, conſi- 
dering the Time and Place in which 
Horace lit d, and his Ignorance of all 
oreveal'd Religion, it is rather to be 
3 wonder d 


PRETFACET 5 


-wonder'd at that he did not write in a 


far more looſe and profane manner 


than he has, and that he ſpeaks ſo fre- 
quently juſtly and reverently of Vir- 


tue and the Divinity, as many of hisbeſt 
Odes are a ſufficient Witneſs that he 
really does. This I am forry to ſay, 
that ſome Pretenders to Chriſtianity 


in our Nation, who have preſented 


the World with Things in his Way, 


have not (to their Shame be it ſpoken) 


expreſs d themſelves in general with 
half as much Modeſty or * as the 
5 ſtrious Heathen. 


Thus ah fir the Original; I now 
Tink Leave to ſpeak a few Words in 
a to oy n N of 1 it. 


The firſt thing I 3 to ao, 
. I-engaged in this Work, was 
not ſo much to examine my Author 
with a critical Exactneſs, and 
io determine the doubtful Signification 
<0 7 little Word, but to enter into 

the 


wi PREFACE. 
the true Spirit of Him, and catch, if 
poſlible, ſome of his ſacred Flame: 
With what Share of it I. was inſpi- 
ted, the e Verſes are * beſh 
Proof: | 


As 8 Wa Idiom is "Pac 

ich different from the Latin, I 
br e in many Places not, to expreſs 
my ſelf in the manner that my Author 
really has, but that I ima Lin? he 
Wale, bad the Language of his Age 
and Country been the ſame with that 


of ours. 


Where likewiſe I thought : a Paſſa ge 
literally turn d would be a little top 
harſh, I have attempted. to ſoften it, 
too obſcure to illuſtrate it, too foul to 
refine, or too low to raiſe it; but hays 
taken Care not to be profuſe in be- 
ſowing on the Poet unacceptable 
Preſents of my on, and thus by en- 
deavouring to heighten his 1 
in 8 to 5 them. n 

0 | 1 [WA 
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1 Have Wade Bots regular F 
uniform Stanza from the Beginning to 
the End of every Ode, that is wrote 
in this Way. As Horace himſelf did 
not think fit to launch out into the 

daring Extravagancies of Pindar, I 
don't ſee what Licence his Trandlators 
ave to do it; if he was afraid to at- 
tem t. an Imitation of this matchleſs 

50 in the Latin, how can I, or in- 

deed any one elſe, that Makes him 
ear in our Language, hop for Suc- 
wy in ſuch an Undertaking? 


It had been, I thought; a nerdleks 
Curioſity to have endeavoured an 
Imitation of Horace's Stanza, or to 
have taken Care always to apply the 
fame kind of Meaſte- in Englihh to 
the fame in Latin; I therefore took 
what hit my Fancy beſt at the Time 


of writing, ſuch however as did not 
ſeem difagreeable to the Subject of the 
Ode, Whether gay or grave, amorous 
or majeſtic. 


Horace. I have 


% 
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| * d in "ITY Places Ales A Li 
berty of carrying on the Senſe like my 
Author Son one Stanza to another, 
without a full Stop, or ſo much as a 


Colon, and ventur'd to make uſe of 


You and Thou to the ſame Perſon in the 
ſame Ode: Whether theſe Things will 
be diſtaſteful to the Curious, I cannot 
tell; as I have manag d them, they 
were not offenſive to me, neither have 
Eheard my Friends, who have revis'd' 
the Work, complain of them; yea 
ſometimes in my low Judgment they 
relieve the Ear, and are N bs con? 


* than the contrary. W 


„ Where Proper Names of Men, 
Lands, Cities or Seas are put for com- 


mon, I have moſt times us d the com- 


mon; I confeſs the Figure added a 
peculiar Grace to the Poet's Perfor- 
mances, in the Age and Land wherein 
they were wrote, becauſe People were 
for the moſt Part well 9 — 

e 


$/ wh 


PRE FAC E. 27 
the Particulars mentioned, but is at 
this Time rather burdenſome than 
pleaſing; to the Ear of moſt; Readers; 
who commonly know little or ere 
n eneerning A 1 7 


oy ort I fave try A150 phos 07 
Author look ſomewhat like Himſelf 
in an Engliſb Dreſs, to give him ſome 
of that graceful Eaſe and genteel Air, 
that he appears with in his cn Coun- 
try · Habit; but I am ſenſible that there 


will be ſtill Room ſor crying out — 


Quantum mutatus! of i complaining 
that Horace, has. been too great a Suf⸗ 
ferer by the Change. IOW] 18. 24 


Having faid: thus aol hs 

of my Author, and the Method I have 
ww in tranſlating him, I cannot but 
make my grateful. Acknowledgments 
to my ingemiqus Acquaintance, who. 
have given themſelves the Trouble to 
peruſe : this Work, of any Part of it, 
20h 2 out to me or corrected 

Far : 7 them- 


xvi PR E F A CE. 
themſelves an Errors that occurred to 
them in it; and in a particular Man- 
ner I muſt own my ſelf obliged to a 
worthy Neighbour, that defires- his 
| * may be conceal d, whom to 
my great Satisfaction and Advantage 
I have experienc'd to be a moſt ſincere 
Friend, as well as the beſt Critic of the 
following Sheets. «363 


x: 


What Fate my ane 0 
meet with after all my own Endea- 


yours and the kind Amendments of 


my Friends, I am as yet in anxious Un- 
_ certainty; this however I am encou- 
rag d to hope, that, as it is a well- 
meant Attempt, I may gain at leaſt the 
* e en 
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ODE 3 
To MACENAS. 
ECENAS nobly born, attend, 


My Guard, my Glory, and my 
f Friends 


11 | Todrive the Chariot ſome are proud. 
Fay with a duſty Cloud: 
And if they nicely ſhun the Goal 
With Wheels juſt kindling as they roll, : 
B | Th'il- 
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Thi illuſtrious Palm they bear away; 
Nor reign the Gods more bleſt than they. 
| One glories, if the Crowdudebate 
To lift him to the Chair of State; LIN | 
Another's pleas d with lab'ring Hand 8 
To plow his patrimonial Land; 
And ſwell his private Barn with Stores 
As great as load the Libyan Floors : 
Nor either, certain to be bleſt 
With all that Attalus poſſeſt, 
Wou'd lay his fav'rite Life aſide, 
And brave the Dangers of the Tide. 

When ſtruggling Winds and Billows roar, 
Th' affrighted Merchants praiſe the Shore ; 
And-gladly change the boiſt'rous Seas | 
For home- bred Peace, and rural Eaſe : 

But ſoon their ſhatter'd Ships repair, 

The Straits of Want not turn'd to bear. 
There is, who thinks it no Diſgrace 

To quit his Bus'nefs for his Glafs ; 
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Beneath a Shade ſupinely laid. 
Or at a gentle Fountain's Head, 
He topes, and makes the flowing Bowl © 
The fov'reign Pleaſure of his Soul. A 
Some like the Camp, and joyous bound 
At Fife's and Trumpet's mingled Sound ; 
Ruſh ardent to the Rage of War, 
Indulgent Matrons fo abhor. 
Keen at their Sport the Hunters bear 
All the Inclemencies of Air ; 
Forgetful of the tender Spouſe, | 
With faithful Hounds the Stag they rouſe ; 
Or chaſe the Boar eſcap'd the Toils, 
Intent on nought but ſylvan Spoils. 
The Wreaths on learned Brows beſtow'd 
Lift Thee, great Patron, to a God. 
I joy to walk the ſhady Ground, 
Where Nymphs and Satyrs dance their Round: 
There if Euterpe tune the Flute, N 
And Polybymnia ſtring the Lute, © 
Bo / B 2 2 Smit 


—— — — — 


CRT R_ mw TO —D \ * 
ads = - 
\ a ——— — —— — — — * me — * 
— — © _ 
— Ec — 
— — 


—— — —— 


2 — 
— — —¼⅜ 


— —„— 
K - - 7 


— 


— ä»ʒꝛʒza—gñ—eä —ä— — —— —ĩ — 
gr 


— - — 
— 


4 


De ODES- 
Smit with the Love of ſacred my 


I foar above the vulgar Throng. 


o wou'#ſt Than dcn to place my Name Fr 
Amongſt the Lyric Batds of Fame ; | 


Boos I. Be 


To greater Heights I then ſhou d riſe, | 
And tough with tow gh Tiaad ad Skies,” 
= I A 
\ 75 0 O0 E II. F At 
To AUGUSTUS. * 


Nough great Fove upon the © ; 
Of direful Hail and Snow has thrown; 3 


* Pyrrha. "4 E 


His Temple ſtruck with flaming Hand, 5 
Aud Kar the guilty Town, os x 
Amaz'd the neighb'ring 1 Nations fear d 1 
That Age wou d once again be 2 ; . 
When ſtartling Prodigies appear d O 
To fad * Tefal Queen: Au ns | 
e ms 3 When 


n 
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When Proteus, Herdſman of the Main, 


From Caverns of the vaſt Profound, ; 
Drove forth in Shoals his any Thin, 
To view the Mountains round + © 


When Fiſh bung high on branchy Trees, 
A Seat once pleaſing to the Dove ; pl 
And panting on'a World of Sets 

The Deer were forc'd to rove. 


We lately ſaw o'erwhelm'd with Dread 

The Tyber foul with rapid Sweep © * 

Ruſh backward to its Fountain' S Head, 
And leave the 7; uſtan Deep. 


Chaſt V. efta's Fane the Torrents Courſe | 


With unavailing Strength withſtood ; 
Old Numa's Palace felt its Force, 
5 ſunk beneath the Flow: 


1 
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Whilſt on the Left uxorious Love 
Compell'd “ the God to pour his Tide, 
And diſobey the Will of Fove, 

To pleaſe his angry Bride, 


Our fatal Wars, and civil Rage, 

The Youth ſhall hear in future Times, 

Lament the Madneſs of the Age, 
And curſe their Parents Crimes. 


They then ſhall cry, What Numbers more 


Wou'd now have ſhone a publick Good, 
Had the deſtructive Perſſans Gore 
Been ſpilt for Roman Blood ! 


To which of all the Pow'rs above 
Shall the ſad People now complain, 
Their fatal Miſchiefs to remove, F 
And falling State ſuſtain? 


3 


30 
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* Rivers were ſuppos'd 145 the Antierits to have Gods be. 1 


ſiding over them. 


J. 800k I. of HORACE. 7 
How ſhall the ſacred Maids addreſs 

Their Goddeſs's averted Ear; 

Their Vows emphatically preſs, 

And weary her to hear? 


| To whom by Jove ſhall be aſſign'd 
2 Th atoning Pow'r ? Apollo come, 

] Thy radiant Head in Darkneſs ſhrin'd, 
The Saviour God of Rome. 


Or, if thou wilt the Part ſupply, 
Kind Venus, Venus O deſcend, 
Round whom the wanton Cupids fly, 
And Mirth and Joy attend. 


4 | Or, O great Sire, whom Din of Fight, 
And Helms that dreadful Splendors throw, 
And the ſtern Marfar's Frowns delight 
Againſt his bloody Foe: 
* B 4 Oh! 
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Ohl tir'd at length .with-barb'rous Sport, 
Regard, fierce God, thy People's Cry; Pri. 
Thy long neglected Race ſuppot 

With favourable Eye. Ro. oils WM An 


Or if to Mortals unreveal'd, 
O winged Son of Maia fair, 

Beneath a lovely Youth conceal d 50 FN 
Thou breathe terreſtrial Air, 


Deigning to bear the Name below 
Of Julius great avenging God, | 
Late may the ſummon d Zephyr blow. 

Thee up th Etherial Road. 


Pleas'd to defend Quirinus R | 
Long as thou can'ſt; zefuſe to fly, & | 
Drove by the Vices of the Place, 
Offended to the Sky. 


E Booxk ff HORACE 9 
ere mighty Triumphs rather lead, | 
Prince and Father's Name maintain ; 
Here, Cæſar, ſcourge the furious Mede, 
And ee reign, 7 
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+ | O DE III. | 
on Virgil's raking a Voyage ta Athens. 
1 V AY ſhe, that rules the Cyprian Iſle, 
5 And Brother-Stars of Helen ſmile ; 
| The Sire of Winds becalm the Main, | 
¶ And all but Zephyr's Gales reſtrain ; 
By theſe, O Veſſel, fafely bear 
My Virgil truſted to thy Care; 
Dear Athens ſafely let him ſee, 
And fave the better Part of me. 
Wich Oak his Breaſt was furely bound, 
; And triple Plates of Braſs around, | 
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That launch'd his Bark, and dar'd to ride 
Firſt oer the Horrors of the Tide; 

Nor ſwoon'd with Dread when from Sky 
The Hyads glar d, and Storms roſe high; 
When rapid Winds with Winds engag d, 
Fierce Notus roar'd, and Billows rag d, 
Fierce Notus, that in Adria ſways, 
Provokes the Tempeſt, or allays. 

No Shape of Death his Soul cou d fear, 
Who ſaw, and ſaw without a Tear, : 
Huge Monſters of the watry Reign, 

The mighty Heavings of the Main, 
And Rocks high-ſhatter'd with the Stroke 
Of Thunder, fam'd for Veſſels broke. 

In vain has the Creator's Hand 
By Ocean ſever d Land from Land, 

If Ships preſume to croſs the ons. 


In ſpite of the Divinity. oh T 8 N 1 
Our hardy Race of boundleſs WU | 
Ruſh headlong thro forbidden Ill; ' 841 


Prometheus | 
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>rometheus of celeſtial Fire 

| \udacious robb'd th' Almighty Sire ; 
Wide o'er the World he raſh ly threw, 
| And ſoon a thouſand Woes enſue ; 
Jon languid Mortals fore oppreſs d 
FA Hoſt of new Diſcaſes reſt ; 


Conſumptions waſte the meagre Frame, 


Dire Fevers burn with tort'ring Flame; 
And Death's inevitable Fate, 
That lagging came before, and late, 
Has fince advancing on apace 
With tenfold Swiftneſs urg d its Race. 
8 Th' Athenian Artiſt dar d to try 
A diff rent Element, and fly; 
T' aſſume the Pinions undeſign'd 
For human Uſe, -and ride the Wind. 
| Great Hercules with matchleſs Force 
Thro' Hell's dire Portals broke his Courſe. 
There's nought ſo high, and nought ſo great, 
S But Men attempt, if not compleatz  _ 
73 | We 
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We aim to ſcale the vaulted Pole, 

And from his Throne the Thund'rer roll; 
Nor ſuffer. Fove thro impious Pride 

To lay his 8 Bolts aſide,” 


* — 


— 2 


ODE. I. 


To SESTIUS. 
O more of rigid Froſt or Boreal Snow ; | | 


Mild Spring appears, and gentle Zephyrs Muſt 
(blow. | 


Drawn to the Shore the Veſſels launch again orb 
On the ſoft Boſom of th unfrozen Main. Per 


Now range the wanton Cattle unconfin'd, 


And ſmoaky Chimneys pleaſe no more the Fer | 
On Earth's fair Face a pleaſing Change i is ſeen, 
And hoary White is turn d to lively Green. 

Now 0 er the Mead, when Phebe lifts her Light | 
And chears with Silver Rays the Gloom of N ight; : 
See, ſee! the  Cytherean Queen ad vance, 
| Hyd Nymphs and Graces join the lovely Dance; | | 
Whilſt * 
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Whilſt for ſuch Joys unfit her ſwelt' ring God 
lows ÆEtna's Forge, and beats the maſly Rod. 

T Tis now the Time t'anoint the ſhining Head, 
Ind oer the Brows the Myrtle Wreath to ſpread, 
| Dr flow'ry Chaplets breathing Odours round, 

ſt blooming recent from the teeming Ground: 

T'is now the Time a Kid or Lamb be drawn 
Vithin the ſacred Grove, and flain to Faun. 
The poor Man's Cottage, and the Dome of State, 
'7's Muſt hear alike the Call of lev' ling Fate. 
. My proſp'rous Seftius, Life's contracted Line 
| Fotrbids each diſtant Proſpect and Deſigg. 
Fer long you muſt to Realms of Night away, 
here fabled Ghoſts and airy Specttes ſtray ; - 
nere you no more ſhall rule the flowing Bowl; 
No more with Lyczdas tranſport your Soul, 
Sect charming Boy, that now the Youths admire, 


ht Nor ſhall the Virgins ſhun the growing Fire. 
t; . OTHIS n e W's 
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2 + BD, no 
To PYRRHA, a beautiful Coquet. ] 
HAT * ſhapely Beau on Roſes laid | , 


Rich Odours breathing-from his Head, 
Beneath a ſecret, ſweet Alcove, 2 
Invites thee, Pyrrha, to his Love? 


For whom, fair Tempter, do'ſt thou bind 
Thy golden Locks in Wreaths behind ? 
For whom engagingly expreſs 


That ſimple Elegance of Dreſs ? — 
How oft alas! ſhall he complain Zo 
Of adverſe Gods, Vows made in vain ; V 
And view the Sea with vaſt Surprize Ce 
In low'ring Storms tremendous riſe; 142+ | 
Who now enjoys thee, charming Fair, Ir. 
A Stranger to thy flatt ring Air; T 


Who 
* Nice-ſhap'd, | 


I. Poor I. % HORACE. 15 


ho fondly hopes he ſtill ſhall find 
TT hee diſengag'd, and gently kind. 
F. 
Vrretched are thoſe thy Face beguiles, 


Who ne'er have prov'd thy treach'rous Smiles; 
juſt have ſcap'd the raging Brine, 
And (joyous) hung my Weeds at Neprune's Shrine. 


1 


ODE V. 


TU DN 
F 8 Varius Muſe, that ſoars on Homer's 
| [Wing, 
O great Arrithd ſhall thy Actions ſing, 
| ; Whate'er thyſelf, whate'er thy dauntleſs Band 
Þ Conducted on by thy auſpicious Hand 
Have bravely done by Sea or Land. 


; Theſe Things we dare not 8 We can't engage 
To Paint Achilles' unreſiſted Rage, 


Tho | 


The 
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The Courſe of falſe Ulyſſes ger the Main, 
The Houſe of Pelops filld with Kindred ſlain, 
So high the Themes, ſo low the Strain, 


And can we e 3 fing thy Praiſe, | 
Or Cz/ar's Deeds proclaim in equal Lays? 
Juſtice and Shame command the feeble Muſe 
Such vaſt important Subjects to refuſe, 
Which if ſhe take, ſhe muſt abuſe. 


Who in due Majeſty cou'd e er expreſs [ 
The God of War in adamantine Dreſs, 1 
Or Merion, as beſmear'd with Duſt he rode, 
Or great Tydeides equal to a God, T7 
- Whilſt Pallas Rage and Pow r beſtaw'd? ) | 

0 


Tis ours to ſing of Feaſts and ſoft Delight, 
And angry Virgins Mimickry of Fight; 


Tacks Themes we e ply when Love torments the 
| [Breaft, 


And theſe we 1 when e Reſt, 
- But mean and wing at the beſt, 


* 


* 
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e e Oe e 
To MUNATIUS PLANCUS. 


OME famous Rhodes deſcribe in pompous 
[ Lays, 


| 4 Some Epbeſus, or Mitylene praiſe; 

Or lofty Corinth's Walls, whoſe wealthy Sides 
| Are bath'd by Eaſtern and by Weſtern Tides; 
Or Thebes and Delphi, that ennobled Shrine 

By great Apollo and the God of Wine. 
some celebrate fair Tempe's lovely Plains; 
| And ſome on Athens draw perpetual Strains, 
Of Pallas ſacred Seat proclaim the Fame, 
And oer the Trees exalt the Olive's Name: 
| o Juno Praiſe by Numbers we are told 
Jof Argor Horſes and Mycene's Gold, 
Nor hardy Sparta, nor th' extended Sight 
Of rich Lariſſa, yield me ſuch Delight, 
\s where Albunea eccho's thro' the Wood, 
a Ania tumbles down the Rocks his Flood; 
ntl C Where 


} 
þ- | 
] 
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Where Tibur's ſhady Honours wave on high, P. 
Fair Gardens riſe and Riv'lets murmur by. | 
As clearing Notus ſometimes fweeps awax N 


The heavy Clouds, and ope's the ſparkling Day, | 
Thus, Plancus, baniſh ev'ry gloomy Thought, | 
And kindle Gladneſs with a winy Draught. N 
Or now encamp'd where Banners ſhine diſplay d, | 
Or when you chuſe your Tibur's peaceful Shade, 
Drink and be gay.---When by ſevere Command 
Teucer forſook his Sire and native Land. 
He bath d his Soul in gen'rous Wine, and round 
His manly Temples Boughs of Poplar bound ; | 
And thus his drooping Friends was heard to chear, | 
Take Courage, my Companions, baniſh Fear; 
We'll go, brave Souls, we'll go without Delay ; 
Teucer, auſpicious Teucer, leads the way 17 1 
My Father frowns, but Fortune may be kind; I 
Apollo too confirms the doubtful Mind; 
Apollo promis d, and his Word ſhall ſtand, - . 
A Salami na in a foreign Land. 5 


r e err > N 


Drink 


oy 
„ 
or 
q 
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Drink round, wy Friends, LOT ſuffer d worſe 
[before ; 


No Cares to-day to- morrow from the Shore 
We'll ride again, where yonder Billows roar. 


O DE VII. 


To LT DIA. 

AY, Lydia, fair Enchantreſs, ſay, 

By Heav n and all the Gods I pray, 
Why $Sy#'ris Foe you thus ſhou'd prove, 
And haſte to ruin him with Love: | 
The Martial Field why does he ſhun ? 
He once cou'd bear the Duſt and Sun ; 
Why does he now refüſe to rein 
The Gallic War-horſe on the Plain? 


Why does he hate the Tyber's Flood, 


And Oil deteſt as Viper's Blood; 
No livid Members now expoſe 
”7 bearing Arms or warding Blows ? 
N C 2 A Youth 
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A Youth for throwing o'er the Bound 
The Dart and Diſcus ſo renown'd, 

Why does he lurk, as Yeti? Boy 

Before the Fall of wretched 7; roy, 

Dreſt as a Female, not to go 

In bloody Fight againſt the Lycian Foe ? 


- OD B5 1% 
To THAL IAR CHS 
EE, ſee, the Hills are heapd with Snow, 
4 The F oreſts bend beneath their Load, 


The Rivers now forget to flow, 
And turn'd {at Chryſtal ſtands the Flood. 


Be gen rous, Friend, and melt away. 
The Rigour of the Winter's Cold ; 
High on the Hearth your Billets lay, 
And broach your Wine of four Vears old. 


Leave 


ve | 
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Leave all things to the Gods beſide, 
Diſpoſers of Affairs below, 

Who give the Word, and Waves ſubſide, 
And furious Tempeſts ceaſe to blow. 


. 


Ne'er, Boy, on dull To-morrow think, 
But live To-day, and call it Gain ; 

And love and dance, as well as drink, -- _, 
Whilſt Youth and blooming Beauty reign. 


In the great Field of Mars appear, 
And ſhine in publick Walks by Day ; 
Make Aſſignations with the Fair, | 

And paſs the Night in am'rous Play. 


Soon from the Corner, where the lies, 
Her Tittring will the Nymph diſclofe 3 

Then make her Chain or Ring your Prize, 
With * coming Coyneſs {he'll oppoſe. 


* yielding. 
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To MERCURY. 
Thou of antient Atlas born, 
| To thee I tune my Song, ut ba A 
Mercurius, Meſſenger of Jove, 
And eloquent of Tongue. mb no. yo. eV 


"Twas You that in the recent World 
Inform'd the human Kind, 

Gave comely Geſture to their Limbs, 
Politeneſs t to their 88 | 


Twas You that da the bended wx if 
To ſound the tuneful Strain; 
"Tis You jocoſely ſteal, and de, 
And others ſeek * vain.” * 


When Pbæbus for the Herd you As 14 


Exclaim'd'in angry Tone, 121810 | 115 


1 


} Fr 


Ir 
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e ſought a Dart; and laugh'd aloud 


To find his Quiyer gone. 


Iven antient Priam fraught with Gifts 


Forſook the Walls of Troy, 


From fierce Achilles Hands to bribe 


His much-lamented Boy ; 


= | By You beſide th Atrides Tents, 


And watchful Fires he paſsd 


| Thro' all the Camp of Greece canceal'd, 


And gain 'd his Ends at laſt. 


I With golden Rod you call the Shades, 


And Seats of Bliſs beſtow 


Jon pious Souls; by Gods above 


Belov'd, and Ghoſts below, 


24 Be ODES Boos, 


1 ) a} 
- I 4 


ODE 5 + 4 
To LEUCONOE. 


Earch -not- with impious Care high H eav'n's 
8 (IDE. 


What Tim. Leucome, waits for you or me: 
The vain Chaldæan ne er conſult to know, yy 
How beſt to take whate er the Gods beſtow ; ; 
If Zove ſhall grant you Lite for longer Space, 


TSS 


Or this rough Winter end your vital Race. 


„ this your Maxim, chear your Soul with Wine, | 


Contract your Hopes, and ev ry long Dehgi's 


Lo! while we talk, our Time flies ſwift : away ; 


Truſt not To-morrow, but enjoy T o-day. | 


, 1171 6 
8 119 
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To AUGUNSHU SND 
HAT Man or Hero wilt thou praiſe ? 
Or ſhall a God exalt thy Lays ? 
Wilt thou the ſhriller Pipe inſpire, 


Or boldly, Clio, ſweep the Lyre? Whoſe FF > 
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3 Whoſe glorious Name with ſwelling Sound 
From Pindus Top ſhall eccho round, 

n's Mphere Heliconian Shades are ſpread, _ | - 

Dr Hæmus lifts his icy Head ? 


3 Haemus, from whence the Woods amain 
Came dancing down to Orpheus Strain, 
Frhe Bard that mighty Wonders wrought 
y Arts his Mother-Goddefs taught. 


3 The rapid Floods forgot to flow, 
3 JThe boiſt'rous Tempeſts ceas'd to blow, 
The Oaks an Ear to Rapture found: {| | 
= FCharm'd with the Magic of his Sound. 


3 Whom firſt but the Paternal King. 

chief Theme of Metre; ſhall I ſing, 
Who rules each ſubject Man, and God, 

Earth, Sea, and Seaſons with his Nod? 


b 1 | Creative 
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Creative Pow'r, ſupremely high, Do 
That knows no Offspring like or ng Pr ris 
But on Minerva far below | - arg. 
The ſecond Honours we beſtow. 


Nor ſhall bold Liber want a Lay, 
Nor Dian Foe to Beaſts of Prey: 
Nor Phæbus dreaded God of Light, 
That ſhoots the fatal Shaft aight. - / 


Alcides Fame ſhall too be ſung ; 
And both the Boys from Leda ſprung; | 
This on his Steed a Chief renown'd, - 1:0 47 Ro 
And that to combat an the Ground. Moon 


Soon as their Stars ſerenely n 
Flows down the Rocks the melted Brine, 
The Winds are huſh'd, the Clouds divide, © | 
And in. its Caverns ſleeps the Tide. 
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Does next Qyirinus claim my Strain, 
Ir righteous Nume's peaceful Reign, 
| arquinius Faſces born in State 

Dr haughty Cato's glorious Fate? 


l Illuſtrious Lays are due to all 1 i Hadi 2 
The Scauri, Regulus,/ and Paul, - l: 10 
When Hannibal triumphant rode), 
Froo laviſh of his gen'rous Blood, 


Fabricius, Curius, Il rehearſem 
And with Camillus ſwell my Verſem 
1 ee Wark ed de . 
Sons of Severity! and Need. | 1 


Marcellus Fame, like riſing Trees 
Grows by inſenſible Degrees; 
The Julian Star, like Phæbe bright, 
Outſhines the circling Flames of Night. 


Ta 


* 8 pe 
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To thee the firſt of Saturn's Line, 
Guardian of Men, and Sire benign, 
The Fates of Cz/ar truſt the Care; 
Let Cz/ar reign Vicegerent here. 


He ſhall in rightful Triumph pass 
With threat ning Parthia's conquer d Race, 
With Indiani near the riſing Dar: 
And all the Earth with Juſtice way:: 


Thou ſhalt be own'd ſuperior far, 
Thou ſhake Olympus with thy Car, © 
And fling on ſacred Groves profan u 
Thy flaming Bolts with'vengeful Hand, - + 
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ODE XI. 
To. LTD I 4: 


| Lydia, when your Voice you raiſe | 
— $0 oft in Telephus's Praiſe, == 
ecount your Telephus's Charms, 

| : Iis roſy Neck, his waxen Arms; 

With jealous Rage 1 burn within, 

y lab'ring Boſom burſts with Spleen ; 

y madding Mind no Quiet knows ; 
ſhifting Colour comes and goes; 

The Tears involuntary roll, | 
nd ſpeak the Burnings of my Soul. 
Oh! how Tm rack'd wheneer I find 
he drunken Rake has been unkind, 

Has baſely torn your ſnowy Breaſt, 
Or on your Lips his Mark impreſt ! 
Believe me, Fair, he cannot prove 


Sul true and conſtant to thy Love, 


＋ 


Who. 
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Who dares with barb'rous Tooth invade 
That Mouth fo raviſhingly made; | 
Where Beauty's Queen to bleſs the Taſte 
Her Quinteſſence of Sweets has plac'd. wt 
Thrice happy Lovers they, whoſe Joy 
Complaints and Quarrels ne er annoy, 
Who live in Love's perpetual Tie, 
And never part, until they die. 


2 ad 40 al F % WF WEI —* * FS *% ** 8 = Sn Sd 4A Aa. 
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RESH Billows to the boiſt'rous Main, Th 

O Ship, will toſs thee ſoon again Vo 

Firm and unmov'd the Harbour hold, FY Or 
Nor venture forth too raſhly bold. 

See, ſee! thy naked helpleſs Side 1 

With ſturdy Rowers unſupplied;; . A 

Hark | how thy Sail-yards groan, and Maſt | H 


Cracks at the rapid Southern Blaſt. 
Thy | 
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Thy Keel ungirt can ne er out- brave 
Irhe Swellings of ſome prouder Wave; 
3 hy Sails are torn ; thy Gods no more 
Will hear thee preſs d with Woes implore. 


Tho' once on Pontus Plains you ſtood, 
all Daughter of a famous Wood, 
Twere quite in vain by Surges toſt 
— The Glories of your Line to boaſt. 


In all their Veſſel's painted Pride 
The trembling Sailors can't confide ; 
You mighty Caution muſt apply, 
Or elſe the Sport of Tempeſts fly. 


If I the Pangs of anxious Care 
Have born for you, and now I bear, 
Avoid the rocky Iſles, that ſhine 
High o'er Ageum's ſtormy Brine. 


ODE 
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0 DE N r 
4 2 

Nereus's Prophecy concerning the Siege | 
and Deſtruction of Troy. 8 
m 

HEN oer the Seas her Trojan Gueſt | 
Preſum'd the Spartan Queen to take, | In 
Th' indignant Winds were huſh'd to Reſt, _. ; 
And thus prophetic Nereus G 2 5 cu 
* 


Ill bode thy Nuptials, treach'rous Boy, 
All Greece conſpires to break the Bands; 
Troops pour on Troops to ruin Troy, _ 
And ſnatch the Beauty from thy Hands. 


See Steeds and Warriors drench the F ield 
With Sweat and Gore! See from her Car 
Fierce Pallas ſhake her Helm and Shield. 
And kindle all the Rage of War! 


ns 
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ge ; 


Y Thou all in vain ſhalt braid thy Hair, 
And proudly truſt the Queen of Love; 
In vain to the diſſolving Fair 


Thy Lute in am'rous Softneſs move: 


In rain avoid the Groſſan Dart, 


And Spears to bridal Joys unkind ; 
Sculk from the Din of War apart, 
And Ajax preſſing ſwift behind. 


At length for all thy Deeds unjuſt 


Thou, ah | too late, art doom'd to die, 


Soil thy adult rous Locks with Duſt, 
And on the Plain polluted lie. 


dee ſt thou not here the Pylian King, 
And there Laertes Son command, 

Both skill'd in War, and fixt to bring 
Deſtruction on the Darden Land? 


D 
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See Teucer urge thee on amain, 


See Sthenelus renown'd in Fight, 
To combat on the duſty Plain, 
Or guide the flying Steeds aright. 


Thou Merion's Fury too ſhalt find; FT: 

Huaeides fill d with martial Fire | Or 
Hunts for thy Blood with thirſty Mind, | 

A braver Gen'rat than his Sire: | O 

| D 

Him ſhalt thou fly, as o'er the Vale mel 1 

Scuds from the Wolf the tim'rous Deer, * 

Enervate, ſhiv ring, panting, pale, A 

Falſe Boaſter to thy cheated Fair. V 

A 

Achilles Wrath for Mons Dames 1 

A 


The fatal Period ſhall delay, 
In courſe of Years the Grecion Flames: 
In Duſt the Trojan Tow'rs ſhall ky. © 


1 Book l. of HORACE. 35 
O D E XVI. 0 
KRetantutiom to his Miſtreſs. 


Thou of beauteous Mother . 
Whom greater Beauties ſtill adorn, 


Take my Lampoons, and in the Seas 
Or drown, or burn, or what you pleaſe, 
When Cybele the Soul inſpires ; 


Or when his Prieſts Apollo fires, _ 
Dwells deep within, deprives of Reſt, 


And ſtruggling rends their heaving Breaſt ; 
When Bacchus moves his furious Race, 
And Corybantes beat their Braſs, | 
With Ecchoes ſhrill to Rage provoke, 
And thick redoubled Stroke on Stroke ; 
They ne'er ſuch horrid Tumults raiſe, 
As direful Anger, where it ſways. 

The Noric Blade, the ſtormy. Brine, 
Conſuming Fire, nor Pow'r divine, 
2 When 


. 
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When Jove in Thunder ſhakes the Pole, 
Can boundleſs Anger's Force controul. 

They ſay when Japbet's Son began 
To mould the Clay and faſhion Man, 
From ev ry Beaſt he took a Part, 
And plac'd the Lion in the Heart. 

By Anger, horrible to tell! 
Thyeſtes and his Children fell; 
By Anger Cities much renown'd 
Have lain all level with the Ground, 
The Foe's inſulting Furrows born, 
And from the very Baſe been torn. 


Neer, Charmer, give your Paſſion Vent; 
I have been mad, but now repent. 
In blooming Youth, when Blood ran high, 
I let my Rage in Satyr fly : | 
From hence I'll write in ſofter Lays, 
And for Invectives ſing your Praiſe ; 
Till mov d by this recanting Strain, 
You bleſs me with your Love again. 


O DE 
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o DE XVII. 
To TYNDARTIS. 


F T from the fam'd Arcadian Plains 
To me does nimble Faun retreat, 

; Dn fair Lucretilis remains, 

And ſcreens my Flock from Rain and Heat. 


Whe Dams wide o'er W722 ſtray 
With fragrant Herbage ſafely fed; 
The Kids at home ſecurely play, 

Nor martial Wolves or Serpents dread. 


o Evil, Bund ris, can come nigh; 
When Faun begins his Pipe to ſound, 
Fica's leaning Sides reply, 
And Rocks and Valleys eccho round. 


D 3 The 
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The Gods my Muſe and pious Mind Wc 
Approve, and heav'nly Favours ſhow ; 18 
Here ev'ry rural Sweet yoy'Il find, Un 
And ſee the Horn of Plenty flow. Pk - S I: 
—— — 


Here ſhall you ſhun the Dog-Star J Flame, . | 
Here tune retir'd the am rous String; "Up 

And two Nin for the ſame 
Penelope and Circe ſing, 


Here ſhall you reſt beneath 5 Shade, . 


And ſip the harmleſs Lecbian Bowl; xa 

No boiſt'rous Quarrel ſhall invade N 
e e ür ua. 
* BETTY. aft! | +\ 90 WW 

Here mall you unſuſpected Py 
From flow Cox ee oy 
rom jea ous rus r 

Je 3 alf; aloof bot 


Securely ſport the Hours away, 
No Terrors throbbing at your Heart; 


! 9 02 Leſt 


wa 
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eſt the rude Youth with Rage poſſeſt 
0 Shou d ſeize you with too rough a Hand, 
F ngen'rous tear your harmleſs Veſt, i 


And from your Head the flow'ry Band, 


93 lh. * 1 


O DE XVII. 
To VAR UG. 


ET fruitful 77hur's and Catillut Ground 


With nought wy Varus, but with Vines 
I [be crown'd ; — 


Tis dull Ill-nature all, and penſive Thought, 


wich thaſe chat ſhun the gen'rous ſparkling 
[Draught ; 


k 


In this and this alone a Balm we find 

For all the gnawing Tortures of the Mind. 

Wo cer of Want or martial Toil complains, 

When winy Spirits dance within his Veins ? 
Who does not then a ſprightlier Fancy prove, 

And fing Thee, Bacchus, and Thee, Queen of Love? 

"1 = D 4 But 
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But ſtill to paſs the modeſt Bound refuſe, 
And learn the Blefling never to abuſe; 


Learn from the drunken Centaurs laughter ; 
From Evius ruſhing on the Sons of Woes, * | 
When rapt by raging Paſſion's forceful Sway 
Thro' Right and WIS they urge my deſp'rate 
[Way. | 
Thee prone to Peace, kind God, Ill ne er excite, | 
Or bring thy ſhaded Myſteries to Light : 
The Phrygian Horn, the ſounding Braſs reſtrain, 
Leſt blind Self- Love intoxicate the Brain, 
Vain-Glory, airy Phantom, boaſtful riſe, 
And lift its Head high-tow'ring to the Skies, 
The treach'rous Breaſt like Glaſs tranſparent grow, H. 
And all its Secrets prodigally ſhow. 


145 
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ODE XIX. 


On GLYCER A. 
nz cruel Mother of the Loves, 


And God of Wine conſpire, 


With Luxury and wanton Eaſe, 


To rouſe my dead'ning Fire. 


love again, and Ghcra's Charms 


Inflame my melting Heart, 
A brighter Form than Parian Stone 
Engrav'd by niceſt Art. 


Her dear coquetting Airs enchant, 
Her pleaſing, killing Eyes; 

Sure Venus has her Cyprus left, 
And all upon me flies. 


I cannot ſing how Scytbians fight, 
Or how the Parthians ride, 


500 1 of HORACE 4 


n ol. "CS. = — a - =o — — pP——— —— — —————— i 


4% © Te OD'ES. Boo J. 


And ſhoot their Arrows as they fly, 
But * — and —_ beſide. 


Be Wine and Odours here prepar's 4, 
Let turfy Altars riſe; | 
More gentle will the Goddeſs come iT | 
— * Sacrifice, 9 


To. MECENAS,' Fu 


V Y dear Mzcenas, gen rous Knight, - 

| You ſay you'll be my Gueſt, 

I have but humble Sabine Wine, | 
And earthen Cups at heſt. 

Tis Wine I cask'd that alofiays Den, !is bo. 
(For this alone I prize,) 

When in the Theatre yu beard. 1! 
The Shouts of Rome ariſe ;; | I > 


When 


/ ; 
hen all {e landly rang yopr Praife, 
As wak'd each Eccho round, Ta 
Ind Thher with the neighb'ring Mayne. 
Return'd the joyſul Sound. 


Calenian or Falernian Wine, 


I know, is what you Es 
But my poor Velſlels-pe'gr ware ting d 


With ſuch expenfiye Juice. 
COB F TT = ( 


W. Un ens | 
N 
18 * . 


On APOLLO and DH 


E Virgins chaunt Diana's Praiſe, 

Ye Boys to Phæbus tune your Lays, 
And let Latona, whence they ſprung, 
Embrac'd by mighty Jove, be ſung. 


l | 3 
4 s 
* -# 


Sing 


I. Booxk N AQ BACE 43 


| 
| 


— i _ 


44 The O DES Boox1| . 


Sing Dian pleas d with limpid Flood 
And cooling Leaves of ſhady Woods, 


That Algidus or Cragus crown, 39 
Or Erymanthus Sides embrown. T4 : 
By turns exalt in equal Strains 


Fair Delos Ille, and Tempr's Plains; | 
The Ornaments of Phæbus ſing, 
His Quiver and Fraternal String. 


"Mov'd by your Pray'rs the Gods afar 
Shall baniſh Famine, Plague and War ; 
To Britain or to Perfia ſend, 

And Nome and Ceſar ſtill defend. 


Th 
Or 
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OD 
To ARISTIUS FUSCUS. 


HE Man well-principled within, 
Of blameleſs Life, and clear from Sin, 
Is ſtill ſecure, wheree'er he goes, 
. Nor needs the Guard of Spears or Bows ; 
Diſdains th ungen'rous Lybians cruel Arts, 
And rattling Quivers big with poiſon d Darts, 


Integrity and Innocence 

Are his invincible Defence ; 

Thus can he roam the fierceſt Lands, 

Go ſafe thro' Afric's ſcorching Sands, 
Thro' Caucaſus inhoſpitable Snows, 
Or ſavage Climes, where fam'd Hydaſpes flows. 


As late I walk'd the Sabine Grove, 
And ſung the charming Maid I love, 
In 


/ 
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In Raptures loſt forgot my Way, 
And chanc'd beyond my Path to ſtray, 


A Wolf ruſfrd forth; and ruck with conſcious! 
| Dread, : 


Found me unarm'd, yet impotently fled, 
No Monſter of ſuch dreadful Size 
Fer met th' aſtoniſh'd Trav'ler s Eyes, 


Where Daunia' $ Coaſt Oe War renown d 


Extends its Foreſts wide around, 
Or Libya's burning Wilds produce and feed 
The brindled Lions formidable Breed. 


Convey me to the barren Plains 

For ever bound in icy Chains; 

Where no refreſhing Summer's Breeze 

With kindly Warmth revives the Trees ; 
The World's fad Side, by rig'rous Jove unbleſt, 


With Clouds (till darken'd, and with 32 — op- 
preſt: 


Place 


TUI! 
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Sh 


BooxT. of HORACE. 4 


Place me within the fiery Zone, 
And juſt beneath the neighb ring Sun ; * 
To Mortals where the killing Heat 
Affords no habitable Seat; 
T love my Lalage, and ſing cen here 
My fweetly-fmiling, foftly-talking Fair. 


— 2 FI — 
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O DE Xx" F 
To USE TE | 


S o'er the Mountains ſds the Fawn 
The tim'rous Doe to find, 
Startled at ev'ry trembling Bough, 
And ev'ry Breath of Wind: 


Shudder her Limbs, and throbs her Heart, © 
If vernal Gafts but ſhake - ; 
The ruſtling Foliage of the Wodd; 22 


Or Lizards move the Brake. | 
my Thus 
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Thus frighten d, Chloe, me you fly, 
As one that means you III; 

But Tm no cruel Beaſt of Prey, 
And don't purſue to kill. 


Come, Fair one, leave your Mother's Side, 
And be no longer coy ; 

For nuptial Pleaſures grown mature 
The nuptial Sweets enjoy. 


3 O D E XXIV. 6 
To Virgil on the Death of Qintlius 
Voarus. 
AN there be Modeſty or End | 
To mourning for ſo dear a FrienF? 

O ſaddeſt of the Muſes Train, uw Ws 
To whom great Jove has giv'n to ſing 
With melting Voice and warbling String, 

Teach me a melancholy Strain, Doe 


* 
5 
- = my 
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Does then Qurntilius breathleſs lie? 
Has Sleep eternal ſeal'd his Eye? 

Ah! when ſhall Virtue here below, 
Shall Modeſty and Faith unſtain d. 
hat walks with Juſtice hand in hand, 
And open Truth his Equal know? 


Each honeſt Roman weeps his Fall, 
But you, my Virgil, more than all 
To Sorrow ſacrifice your Eaſe 
You i importune the Gods in vain 
To give Quintilius back again, 
That was not lent on Terms like theſe, 


0 cou d ft Thou tune thy mournful Lay, 
As ſweet as Orpheus us'd to play, 
And make the rigid Oaks attend ; 
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Thou cou d ſt not backward charm the Soul, 


Inſpire that frigid Blood to roll, 


And raiſe again thy lifeleſs Friend, 
E | 


When 


| 
| 
I 
2 
b 
4 
1 
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When Hermes once has fix d the Choſt 10 
Amongſt his viſionary Hoſt, 
No Vovs can from his Hands retrieve: Sta 
Tis hard, but it muſt be endur d; a 
In fatal Ills, that can't be cur'd, = 
"Tis Patience only can relieve. . Sti 
8 | H 
O DE XXV. 
IA rr 4 
"HE wanton. Sparks come tapping round 
Your Windows leſs of lat; B 
Your Doors, that once fo lightly turn d, 
On ruſty Hinges grate : 


At length you undiſturb'd can ſleep, 
And ſtill more ſeldom hear, —- - 
« O tedious Night, ---I ſtarve, I die, 
Sweet Lydia, lend your Ear. 
, tar Vou 
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You now grow old, and proud Diſdain 
Muſt ſuffer in your Turn ; 

Stand ſhiv'ring to the bleak North-Eaſt, 
And in ſome Alley mourn. 


Still brutal Luſt ſhall rage within, 
But neer its Ends obtain; 

How ſhall you pine and rave for Grief, 
But to the Wind complain ! 


Vex'd that the vig'rous Youths delight 


In Branches green and gay ; 8 
But doom autumnal Leaves, like you, * f 
To fall and rot away. | | 
} 
E 2 ODE 
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5 2 Es 


0 E Ne 
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Poet I, the Muſes Friend, a 1 
Abhor Anxiety of Mind; 

To thoſe that plow the Main TI end 

My Fears and Sorrows by the Wind. 88 


Who reigns with trembling Awe obey d 
In diſtant Scythia, what care 17 
Let 7 iridates be afraid; 
' "Tis not for me to fa, or fly.” 


O ſweet Pinplea, n RI 
Who lov'ſt the limpid Fountain's Head, .-: 
For Lamia choiceſt Flow'rs entwine, 


And o'er his Brows the Honours ſpread. 


Too weak and grov'ling are my Lays, 
Unleſs, O Goddeſs, you inſpire ; 
Each! Muſe the glorious Man ſhou'd praiſe, 


And eternize him on the Lyre. 
| ODE 
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Befits the Sons of Thrave ; 
Such Cuſtoms 'twere a ſhame to find 


Amongſt the Roman Race. 


Ceaſe to enrage the modeſt Gz; 
Tis monſtrous Swords ſhou'd'Thine; ” | 


And Quartets riſe to Deeds of Blood 


That horrid Din, my Friends, recen; 
Let each reſume his Chair; 


And peacefully agroc again 6 W 12 


: 
A 


In toaſting of the Fair,” 


well, —muſt I with you tope it round? 


Yon' Vouth ſhull then impart, 
5 E 2 


BooxTd. of HORACE. 


O fight with Caps for Mirth defign'd 


58 


To his quarrelling Companions. 
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From whom he laſt receiv'd a Wound, 
And dies ”_ 1 Smart, 


What, are you loth your Nymph to tell? 


his Moment I'll be gone, 
A Captive to whatever Belle 2 51 

You need not bluſh to wo mn. 
Whene'er you chance to go aſtray, 


Tis with ſome gen'rous Fair: 
Come whiſper ſoft, the © 


--- Mine is no leaky, Ear. 50 0 


Ah ͤ Wiretch! you ſure deſerve to be 
Far happier in your Flame; 1! 


A meer Charybais Gulf is-ſhes 
And what can hence reclaim} {1 1 


What Witch or Wizard can telieve 


With all their potent Charms; // '. + / 
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Or what immortal Pow'r retrieve 
You from the Monſter's Arms ! 


You're chain'd to a Chimera, made 
As bad as Hell can make, 

And ſcarce can clear you of the Jade, 
Tho' Pegaſus you take. 


O DE XXVIIL 


4 Dialogue between a Sailor and ſhip- 
wreck'd Archytas dying on the Shore. 


Poor Archytas ! Thee, that meaſur'd'ſt o'er 


Earth, Sea, and Sands unnumber'd on the 
Shore, 


Stretch d on the Matin Beach (how ſmall thy 
Bound !) 


A few kind Sprinklings now of Sand ſurround. 

Ah! what avail'd, to lift thy tow'ring Soul, 

And view the ſpacious Heav'n from Pole to Pole ? 
E 4 Into 
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Into the Fate of varying Stars to pry, 
Ah ! what avail'd thee; fince thou thus muſt die! 


Book I. 


er af) 


The Sire of Pelops too reſign'd his Breath, 


And Gueſt of Gods was prov'd a Man by Death | 


Tithonus rapt to lucid Realms above, 

And he, that ſecret Converſe held with Fove, 
Juſt Mines dy'd ; Eupborbus twice has fled 
To Shades below and Manſions of the Dead; 
Tho, as he taught in his returning State, © 


He ne'er reſign d but Skin and Nerves to Fate; 
Affirm d he well remember d Ion 8 Field, 


And prov d the Story by his wounded Shield; | 


Eſteem'd by you great Maſter of his Age, 


Tn Truth and Nature penerratifig age. 
But once the Glbom of Death for all 0 
Once muſt we tread the Way to, Orcus dreary 


hey 
F * 
| 


(Plains. 


Theſe fall a Sport to War by Furies br d, 


And thoſe ta Waves by Thirſt, of Gold inſpir d; 
Stern Proſerpine will paſs no Mortal by, : 


Both Young and Old in blended Numbers die. 


I too, 


e? 


* 
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I too, no more exempt than all beſide . 
Met my Deſtruction on th Hhyrian Tide: 
Orion ſets, the wreeking Tempeſts toar. 
And thus expos d me naked on the Shore: 
This, Mariner, alone is what I crave, 

A little Heap of Gravel for a Grave. 

Oh! paſs not by malign; but as you go, 

On theſe bare Limbs ſome friendly Grains beſtow: 
Thus ſhall the Winds deſert the falling F lood, 
And wreak their Fury on the crackling Wood; 


A 


Fraught 1 7 rich Merchandiſe, and | beſt with 
Gain, 
Whilſt you and Neptune both „ _ 


The God of Air, and Ruler of the Sed. * 
Perhaps you care not, if in future Time 
Your harmleſs Children rue their Parent's Crime; 
Barb'rous to them regard thyſelf, b and how 
This laſt ſad Favour to the Shades below; 

Elſe, know, juſt Vengeance hovers Oer thy Head, 
And like difdainful Treatment of the Dead; 


Safe ſhall you glide acroſs the wat ry Plain, 


u 
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TIl deprecate the Gods, nor pray in vain; | To 
No Expiations ſhall thy Pardon gain A 
The greateſt Haſte admits of this Delay 
Thrice on me throw an Handful, and away. & wh 


_— _ * „— — __ 
* „ — 


No 
Job TITUS. at. 


0 Ue envious, Trius, of the Store W. 
That glitters on Arabia's Sand, 
And quite averſe to War before, At 
. Now rage among the martial Band; 
For Saba's Kings the F ight enflame, . 
= Kings that unconquer'd yet remain; 
N * Reſolve the dreadful Mede to tame, 
And for his Neck prepare the Chain. 
' What foreign Maid ſhall grace your Bed? 3 7 


What Boy attend of courtly Breed, , 
4, wb > 0 6 #1 +2 * : 2. To 


To pour your Wine with od'rous Head, 
And ſhoot with Skill the hiſſing Reed? 


Who now denies, that up the Steep 
The headlong Torrents may aſcend ; 

Swift Tyber leave the Tuſcan Deep, 
And backward to its Fountain bend ; 


When you to Wiſdom all inclin'd, 

(Your Dome with antient Sages ſtor'd,) 
Atlength degen'rate change your Mind, 
And dreſt in Iron graſp the Sword? - 


ODE XXX, 
To V EN U S. 


Lovely Venus, \Paphian Queen, ; Wh 

Bid Cyprus long Farewell, 
To Ghera's beauteous Temple come, 
In Gheras Temple dwell. 
| With 
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With Clouds of Frankincenſe the call; N 0] 
Haſte with your Son _ 2 bu 
And let each Grace with looſen d Zones EM 
Arcane their Goddeſs play: l n 
> 44 ; 2 
Let Nymphs, and Youth, that cannot a” 1 


Without your friendly Aid, 


And Hermes eloquent! in Loye, / Nr 
oi Her an 
Comprar the bright Parade. f 


SOtS! wor) ( 

r n ”= IIe 44% TIT. Ric 

5% R Nl. 4 
— Seas Prayer. 

HEN at the conſcergted. + Shrine (T 

-4 


The Goppliant Bard i intreating ſtands, 

And from his G6bler pours the Wine, Tt 

What does he beg at Pbæbut Hands? >. 

Hows gao with) bit 4 

No plenteous Hatveſts, that array / 
Sardinia's Fields with bending Grain; 


Ane \ | No 


(0) 
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0 kindly Herds, that pleaſing firay 
On hbt Calabrid's funny Plain ; 


Po ſhining Gold or Iv'ry craves, © * + 
Or ought of India s coftly Pride 3 
o Lands, where filent Liris laves 
With ſoaking Flood its fertile Side. 


Pet thoſe, to whom kind Fortune ſhares 
Caleman Vineyards, prune the Vine; 
Rich Merchants change their Syrian Wares, 


And drain their golden Cups of Wine: 


(The Merchants Heav'n's peculiar Care, Os” = 

Or elſe their Veſſels ne er cou'd ram 

Th' Atlantic Ocean thrice a Year, _ 
And thrice return in Safety home.) 8 


* _— An — FRY 
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Olives and Mallows deck my Board, | 
The wholeſome vegetable Kind; 
K O let 1 
1 
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O let me , thus alone be ſtor'd, 


With Health of of Body, Health of Mind; 


When old, not deſpicable grow; 
Be able ſtill to tune my Lay; 
On others other Gifts beſtow, 
O Phebus, this is all I pray. 


O D E XXXII. 
To his Harp. 

F e er at caſe beneath a Shade 
I've on thee play d a Strain, 
That may by laſting Fame confirm'd 

From Age to Age remain; 


Awake, ſweet Harp, at my Command, 


Let Latian Songs rebound, 
Thou Harp that to the Lesbian firſt 
Return d' ſt the tuneful Sound, 


He 


14 
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He brave in War within his Tent 
Attun'd the ſoft ning Lay; 

He moor d his Ship, and gayly charm'd 
The Sailors Toils away: 


| He ſung the Muſes, God of Wine, 


Fair Venus, Venus Son, 
And Lycus too, whoſe Eyes and Hair 
With jetty Glories ſhohe. 


Harmonious Shell, whoſe Airs adorn 
Great Phebus and his Quire; 


Thou Shell, that at the Feaſts of Jove 
Doſt heav'nly Joy inſpire; 


That to my lab'ring languid Soul 
Doſt Eaſe and Vigour bring, 
Be ſtill prepar'd the artſul Touch 

To anſwer with thy String. 
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O D E XXIII. e gl inte 
To ALBIUS. TIBULL Us. 
Ce Abius, craſs toes your Mind 


Becauſe your Glyc'ra is unkind, 
Refuſe that mighty Grief to ſhow, 
Nor whine thoſe Elcgieh of — 


What tho a younger IA) 1 | 
More charming to the perjur'd Fair ths 
Who loves ;('tis by Experience plain) 
Can't always be belov'd again. 


Lycoris for her Cyrus burns, 
But tho' her Forehead nicely turns, 
Cyrus alas | declines the Fire, 7 
And none but Pholee can admire ; = 


But ſooner ſhall the Lambs be join'® 
- To rav nous Wolves, than She be kind; 


Boot Ti of HORACE. 
Than Pholee ſhall reſign her Charms 


into the baſe Adult'rer's Arms. 


Thus Venus likes in eruel Play 
Beneath a brazen Yoke to laß 
Souls wrongly pair'd, unhappy State! 
And thoſe that love with thoſe that hate. 


A noble Maid has ſued in vain; 
When Myrt le held me in her Chan; 
And She, but of ignoble Kind, 

Was rougher than the Waves n Wind : 


* . 3 M1 


ht 


o E 1 
A Recantation of his P Principles. 


Miſguided quite I choſe to ſtray, 

i n&'er regarded Pow'rs divine, 

And ſeldom worſhipp d at their Shrine; 
4 01 FF 0 =: 


HILST j in the ranting Sage's Way 
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But now muſt turn (my Fault is plain) . i 1 
And fail my Errors back again ; Aeg 4 
Muſt, all my new Adventures o'er, 

en take the Courſe I took before. 


My» » 


Of late the mighty Sire of Day 
* Flaſh'd from the Clouds the forky Ray, 
O'er Heav'n's bright Azure + i St 4 
And in his Thunder ON the God 


So loud he ſpoke, the Regfaſt Land,” 


I 44 EG / | 


The Floods above, and Stygian Strand, 
The dreadful Realms of Hell * 
And Atlas rrembled at the Sound. 


He, thus that reigns above the $ky, . 
Can raiſe the Low, and fink the High, WW 
Can ſoon eclipſe the  brigh teſt Name, 


Ane 1 10817 22M g 5 4 
And life Obſcurity to to Fare. _ 
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Or * Wont from the Clouds to Aaſh his Ray, 
Or + ------ wond'rous. 
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Lo! Fortune whirls — ſereaking Wheel, 
And all below the Motion feel, 
And now go,up, and then go down, 
Now find a Cottage, then a Crown 1 
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O DE XXXV. 
To Fortune. 
\ Goddeſs, lovely Antiunt's Queen, 
Pow'rful to raiſe aloft the Low, 
Or to convert the proudeſt Scene | 
Of Triumph to funereal Woe? © 


To thed With ini Ci the Swalz, 
To thee the vent rous Sailors pray, a 

This to ſecure his Flocks and Grain, 
And thoſe to ſmooth the wat ry Way. 


Thee ev ry City, ev'ry Land, 


Daciant and Scytbians thee revere, 
| F 2 


The 
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The royal Mothers trembling ſtand, 
And purpled Tyrants 0 own. n their Fear, . 


* #4 
1 
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| Oct 


\ Lo 1 bn 
Een warlike Latium ſhakes around, 
| ud Wos [ 


Leſt with deſtructive Spuck thou throw 
Her ſtanding Column to the Ground. 
And end her Glory at a BW 


Leſt the rebellious Crowd unite 5 
Inſpir d wich unextinguiſtr d Hate, . 
Alarm her Sons again to Fight, 
And from its Bak tear the Stare. 


Wherever fe, weites 7 
Neceflity bears on before. 
In brazen Hand her N 48 55 
Huge Nails and Spikes, and meled "yy A 


T 


Thee Hope, and white- rab d Faith attonds, 
Rare Faith, that dares from Courts to ſuay, 


1 | To 
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And owns. a Friend in mean Array. 


Not ſo the Mob, or perjur'd Whore, | 
Theſe fly from Want with treach rous Heart; 

When the drain'd Cask will run no more, 
They ſhift the Yoke, and ſoon depart. 


Keep Ceſor,” Goddeſs, free fem Herms 
Prepar'd to march with blooming Hoſt, 

N Subdue the Britons firſt in Arms, 

Auna chen attack the Eaſtern Coaſt, 


2 


- 
1 


Theſe Deeds are glorious :---Oh ! aſham'd,, 
I view our late diſhoneſt Scars ; 

By civil Fury when enflam'd 
The Romans bled in Roman Wars ! 


What did we then, an Iron Age, 
What horrid Crimes refuſe to dare ! . 
54 Whence 
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Let Scythians and Arabians feel 


* 
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Whence did the Youth reſtrain their Rage,” 
What Gods revere, what Altars ſpare!/ 


Oh! forge ul anew the blunted Steel,” pram | 


And ufe it in a diff rent Way; 


Its fatal Sharpneſs, and obey, what 
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LL now the Seed Victim ſlay, 

Burn Frankincenſe, and tune my Lays ; 
What can J leſs for Gods prepare, 

That made my Numida their Care, 

My Numida from fartheſt Spain a 


Return d to bleſs his Friends again. 


His dear Companions how he meets! 


With what fincere Affection greets | 


To 
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o all glad Kiſſes he divides ; 


To Lamia more than each beſides ; | 
With him he ſpent his tender Days, 
The ſame their Tutor, Age, and Ways; 
Together took the Man's Array, 
Together ſported Youth away. 
Ye Romans, let a Day fo bright | 
Be noted with ſuperior White; 
F ill Bowls on Bowls without a Bound, 
Nor ceaſe to dance the Salian Round; 
Bring Damalis the jolly Laſs, 
That conquers Baſſus at the Glaſs: 
Let Wreaths of blooming Roſes ſhed 
Their wholeſome Odours round the Head; 
Let laſting Parſley be entwin'd, 
And ſhort-liv'd Lillies Glory join'd. 
Each languiſhingly, as he lies, 
On Damalis ſhall fix his Eyes; 
But each ſhall fix his Eyes in vain, 
To charm her from the recent Swain; 

; F4 Round 
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Round him the Nymph her Arms ſhall ow, © 
And cloſe as wanton Ivy to him grow. 


Oo 
r 
* 


E D E XxXxV I 
On Cæſar's Victory over Antony and. 
Cleopatra. 


* Y gen'rous Friends, tis now the Day ; 
To drink, ----- with Dances tire the 


[Ground, 
Before the Gods the Pillows lay, 
And pile the coſtly Dainties round. 


E'er long 't'ad been a Crime to drain 
Of antient Cæcubum the Jar, 

When the mad Queen led on her Train, 
All foul and loathſome to the War; 


Deſign'd with unreſiſted Pow'r, 
O Rome, to thunder at thy Gate, 
Deſtroy the Capitolian Towr, 


And qverturn at once the State. 
5 Drunk 


D. 


In 
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Drunk with kind Fortune's madding Sweets 9 
Thus high ſhe dar'd her Hopes to raiſe; | 
In vain, for mighty Cz/ar meets, 18 
And all her Fury ſoon allays; 2 f 


Soon quells th' intoxicated Dame, 
And on her brings a real Dread, 
> Gives all her Veſſels to the Flame, 
| Unleſs that one in which ſhe fled, 


Behind his Oars he nimbly plies, 
She ſcours precipitant away: 
Thus the ſoft Dove affrighted flies, 
And thus the Hawk purſues his Prey ; 


Or thus the tim'rous Hare with Speed 
Scuds o'er the ſnowy Fields of Thrace, 

The eager Hunter's Feet ſucceed, 
And ſwiftly urge the flying Chace. 
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He bravely burns to lead in Chains 


The Monſter to exulting Raume; 
But thus to fall her Soul diſdains, 


Reſol d to ſeck a nobler Doom: 


Yet ſcorns to chuſe a mean Retreat 
In ſome ſmall Corner up the Nile; © 


But dares review her Royal Scat, 


ame 


And on its Ruins greatly ſmile. 


Unlike her Sex ſhe'boldly takes 
The bloody Sword prepar'd to kill; 


This fails ;----and then the curling Snakes 
Her black'ning Veins with Poiſon fill. 


Great haughty Spirit fixt to die, 
Rather than condeſcend to go, 

Dragg'd as a Captive meanly by, 
To grace the Triumph of her Foe. 


ODE 
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O DE XXXVIIL 
7 To his Bey. 


1 E Perfians Pride, my Boy, I hate, 
Their gawdy Crowns and uſeleſs State ; 
Pray, be not curious, where the Roſe 


In od'rous Bloom the longeſt grows. 


Let Myrtle be thy only Care, 
Myrtle alone we both will wear ; 
'Tis no Diſgrace, as tippling Wine 
] private fit beneath my Vine. 
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To u p b 


H E civil War, that took its Rife, 
When Celer teldtheConfol'sSway, 
Howfirft it roſe fromSprings of Vi ice, 


And urg'd thro! direful Crimes its Way ; 
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oy Princes join d ĩ in fatal Band, 

The Game that Fortune dat, | oa 
And hoid Armour deeply ſtan e 
With yet unexpiated Gore; 


In mighty Scenes you dare to ſnow, 
A doubtful, dang'rous Subject ty; 
Oer burning Coals advent rous go, 
t That under treach'rous ou lie, 


Let-the-Cecropran-Muſe "Ir — T-T 
_ A while to tread the N "I 


Be firſt the publick Weal Four, Care ; ; 
And then reſume Jour. N Rage. 
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O Thou, ſtill ready to defend 
The Injur'd in afflicted State; 1 cr} wy : 1 
To whom the Senate all attend. Er * 
Their Oracle in n ach Deb. = — 


75 
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Pollio, in Peace and War renown'd, 
Who bravely quell'ſt the Foes of Rome, 
In thy Dalmatian Triumph crown'd | 
Wich Laurels, that ſhall ever bloom; 


O Thou, that'claim'ſt as juſt a Right © 
The Bard's immortal Wreath to wear; 

When thee I read, how all the Fight 
Ariſes to my Eye and Ear! 1 


Hark ! how the threat ning Trumpets ſound ! // 
Hdw!the ſhrill Fifes their Ecchoes ſpread ! 
Look! how the dazzling Arms blaze round - 7/ 

The flying Steed's and Riders Dread“ 


I ſee the mighty Chiefs command! rm 211ll 
With Duſt all /honourably foulʒñß 020: 
And the whole World ſubjected ſtand, 
Beſide proud Cate s ſtubbotn Su. 


0 © The 
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The Afric Gode, that once gave place, 
And impotontiy left their Coaſt, // 
At length habe ſlain the Victor NAoοẽ . 


To Vengeante, and Fugurths's Ghoſt! i // | 


What fatten d Field our impiaus War 
By Graves umumber d does not ſhow ?- | 
The Medes themſelves have heard from far i // 
The Sound of Latrum's Overthrow: 1: 4 


What ſwelling Stream has to the Maůnn 
Unclogg d wih Carnage rulrd its Vibe = 

What Sea's untonſciousg of a Sthin r lon. | 
What Land'wittiout Iralidr Ded? 


But oh ! my Mate, thy Stig ſuſpend s 
Change what is ſad for halt is guy 
Win Fn eee 

And there attune a ſoſter Lay. 51 85 5 WES 
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ODE NH. 


81 


To C CRISPUS SALLUSTIUS. 


HAT Beauty lies in buried Gold ? 
What Good does it produce, 


Unleſs, my Criſpus, gen'rous Friend, 
It ſhine by mod'rate Uſe ? 


Great Proculeine 8 Name 
Will neer fogotten die; 

But Fame on everlaſting Wings 
Shall waft it thro' the Sky. 


He to his Brethren in Diſtreſs 
Paternal Pity ſhow'd ; | 
And when their Fortune all was loſt, 
Lo! half his own beſtow d. 


The Man that _ his craving Laſt 
1 © in his Reign, | 


'Than 
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Than one that both the Pæni ſways, 
And Libya Tn to po 2 


Av rice is like the Dropſy, dire 
Inſatiable Diſcaſe; 3 {ck 

Where Wretches drink, and thirſt, and a, 
And find their Thirſt increaſe, | 


Still unextinguiſh'd burns the Drought, 
Unleſs the Cauſe within, 

The languid Water leave the Veins, 
And ceaſe to pale the Skin, 


Virtue ne er blends, like erring Crowds, 
The Wealthy with the Bleſt ; 

But deems Phraates wretched ſtill 

of Empire repoſſeſt. * 


She frees from Prejudice our Minds, 
Clears undiſcerning Eyes, | 
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And empty Things with ſpecious Names 


Unteaches to diſguiſe: 


Gives only him a Crown and Bays, | 
That ever ſhall remain, 

Who walks with irretorted Eye 
By mighty Heaps of Gain. 


O D E III. 
To. HREN 
ET. Fortune ſmile, or be unkind, 
Still, Delius, keep an equal Mind, 
Nor in Proſperity elate, 
Nor abject in an adverſe State; 
| Let chearful Mirth, and mod'rate Joy 
Your tranſitory Span employ. 


Alike grim Death will ſeize his Prey, | 


Whether you mourn your Life away ; 
G 2 


0! 


Of Parents high or low begot; 


o 
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Or elſe, when feſtal Days ſucceed, 1 Dit Ar 


Seek the Retirement of the Mead, 


. On eaſy Graſs your Limbs recline, 


And gaily drink your choiceſt Wine. 
Beneath an hoſpitable Shade 

By ſocial Pines and Poplars made, 

Nigh which a winding Riv'let glides, 

And murm'ring ſtrikes its jutting Sides : 


Come, Wine and Oil, and Roſes bring, 


The ſhort-liv'd Glories of the Spring, 
Whilſt blooming Youth and Wealth remain, 
And ter your Thread be cut in twain. 


Depart you muſt from all that's here, 


From all that in the World is dear: 


Your Country-Seat and ſpacious Groves, 

Near which the yellow Tyber roves, 

Your City-Houſe, and Heaps of Store 

Shall be your Heir's, and yours no more. 
No matter, whether rich or not, 


Whether 
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Whether in Beds of State you lie, 

Or fee no Cov'ring but the Sky : 

Hell's Victim you alike muſt prove, 

For Pluto's Pity none can move. 
We all muſt go or ſoon or late, 

All ſhare our Lot, and yield to Fate ; 

Sail Exiles to the Stygian Coaſt, 

There doom d for ever to be loſt, 


" # 


* LAY = 


o DE W. 
To XANTHIAS PHOOEUS 


| Y Xanthias, think it not a Shame 

To own a Servant for your Flame ; 
A Slave with ſnowy Neck cou'd move 
The proud Achilles to her Love, 


A beauteous Captive cou'd inſpirg 
Rough Ajax with the tender Fire; 
| 4 hd The 


| 

ö 
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The raviſh'd Proplicteſs to gain | üb 

Atrides burnt 1 in'ev'ry Vein. 1 ; 10 | 
When Hector's Death had made his Bands * 

An eaſier Prey £ hoſtile Hands; 

When Greece triumphant Laurels wore, 


His Pris ner's Chains the Monarch bore. | 


Who knows but Phyllis wealthy Race 

To yours, my Friend, may add a Grace; 

She's ſure too lovely to be les 

Than Royal Virgin in Diſtreſs. 


A Girl ſo Fairhtul 1 ge's er awd come $ 3 7 
From Father of the Vulgar Scum ; "ROY 
Who looks on profer'd Gold with Scam 
Of ſhameful Mother was not born. 

Her thapely 1 Leg, * Fa ace, 9 * Arm, ; 4 
] praiſe without a Thought of Harm: 4 

No 
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No Room for Jealouſy or Fear; 
--- I now am n paſt wy fortieth Year. 


8 


"IT I 2.008 . n 
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e 
On LA LA E. 


11 Fl "44 J 


Is quite tos yonng for nuptial Bliſs; 
A tender Thing unſit to prove 
The forceful Storms of ruſhing Love. 


—. 


Poor harrgleſs Lamb, her only Joys 


NDEED, my Friend, your little Mis. T 


Are Plays, and Play-fellows, and Toys: 


About the Meats ſhe wildly ſcours, 
Dabbles in Water, and picks Flow'rs. 


Reſtrain thy Longing ; twere a Crime 
To pluck green Fruit before the Time: 
Twill ſoon be filld with better Juice, 


Be ripe and mellow, —fit for Uſe. 
84 


Age 
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Age flies apace, and will beſtow 
On her the Years it takes from you ; ; 


Vour Lalage will bolder prove, 
And fondly ogling court yqur Love. 


More Youths che Charmer ſhall Wey. 
Than Pbolbe ſny, or Chloris ſway; 
Whoſe Boſom caſts a purer White, 414 
Than Phzbe on the Waves by Night; 


13 8 tx 1 * . 
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Fairer than Gyges, who, tis ſaid, 
Shone undiſtinguiſh'd' from a Maid, 
Alike the Sex in all that's ſeen, 
His flowing Hair, and tender Mien. 
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Ro & 2 a 
To SEPTIMIUS. 
V dear Septimius fixt to go 
With me to Gades againſt the 


To fiercer Parts of Northern Spain 
Untaught as yet to bear the Chain; 


To where the whelming Syrtes lie 
Barb'rous to Ships that venture nigh ; 
Where Moors for ever from the Shore 
Hear boiling Tides tremendous roar. 


Quite tir d of foreign Lands and Mains, 
Of Journeys great and dire Campaigns ; 
My Age at Tibur let me ſpend, 

At Tibur all my Labours end, 


But if the Fates this Wiſh refuſe, 
Then fair Tarentum will I chuſe, 
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Where ſweet Galeſus ſoftly glides, 
And donor Fs nc adorn ] his Sides: 


Oer all I prize that Spot of Ground, 
With Honey and with Olives crown'd, 
This good as Attica can thow, 

And theſe as at Vrmefrum grow: 

Where Jode a laſting Spring beſtows, -- © 
And Winters free from Froſt and call dd 
Where Aulun pours his gen'rous Wine, . 

Nor envics the Faleraian Vine oH 

To theſe fair Plains, this happy Scat, 
Will yon and I, my Friend, retreutt 
Here ſhall you lay your Poet, here 


oy, 4 wy 


On his warm Embers drep a Tear. 
8 Leit Tel 
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0 D. E VII. al a. 
To POMPEIUS abus 


4 ' 4 a 


Deareſt of Companions dear, 
With me, my Pompey, often brought 
To fatal Dangers and Deſpair, 
When under Brute we raſhly fought : 


What Patron kind, or beavniy Pow'r 305 
Gave you to ſee your native Home, 
To breath Tralian Air once more, 


And live at Liberty 1 in Rome ? 


How oft Jie you and with Wine 
Killd the dull Hours, and drown 'q our Toil; 
Have wreath'd our Heads, and made em ſhine 
With choiceſt of Ari rian Oil. 


With you Philippis War and Flight 


-1-faxy, and meanly left ny Shield ; 
When 
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When drooping Warriors ceas'd to fight, 
And threat ning Heroes bit the Field. 


Me, trembling, Hermes ſwiftly bore 
Safe thro' the Foes in  dusky Air; 

Thee hurried from the peaceful Shore 
The raging Tide drew back to War, : 


But thus at length preſery'd, your Vows 
To Fove with coſtly Dainties pay; 
Beneath my Laurel's ſpreading Boughs 
Your weary Limbs in quiet An 


1 \ 
+ hnb 
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Forget each Torment of the Soul, 3 
Tour deſtin d Cask refuſe to ſpare; a = | ; 

With Meſc fill the pond rous Bowl, +42 
Pour Oil from ge capecious Jar, 


an as Þ 
edwd# * 


Who * the Parſley-Crown with Haſte? 


Who pony! the lupe toe entwine : * 
* D 2 
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Come, Boys, who throws the lucky Caſt N 
Who'll be the Maſter of the Wine? 


For once I'll be exceſſive glad, 
And act the Bacchanalian Train 
Oh! 'tis a Pleaſure to be mad 
At ſight of ſuch a Friend again! 


— —_ 
a. — — li * * — 


R 
To BARI NME. 9 


F you for all your broken Vows ⁊ĩ5ꝛ 
Had felt the ſlighteſt Harm, 


Or had been puniſh'd with the Loſs 
Of but the meaneſt Charm; -—- 


Had but one Tooth become leſs white, 
One Nail but grown awry z 
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On your fair Wards I might oy dar' J 
Bari zne, 19 rely. 


But you can ſwear, forſwear, yet ſtil! 
Your bright ning Charms improve, 

And forth the ſparkling Object come 
Of each young Gallant's Love. 


Perjurious Falfchood is your Gain; 
For Witneſſes to call 

Your Parent's Ghoſt, Heay'n, Stars, and Gods, 
And then deceive em all. | 


"Tis Sport for Venus and her Nymphs 
To ſee your jilted $wains ;_ 
And Cupid whets his Darts and wounds, 
And laughs at all their Pains. 


| The growing Lady you ſoon enſnare, 
New Sets of Vaſſals make; 
And 
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And tho they curſe you o'er and o er, 
The old ones can't forſake. a 


Cloſe Dons, and Matrons, of your Arts 
Forewarn their filial Care; 

And new-made Brides their Spouſes charge 
To ſhun your tempting Air. 


DRB 6... 
To 1 ? 


18 not for ever that the Rain 
Deforms the Fields and lays the Grain ; ; 
The tofling Tempeſts ſometimes ſleep, 
And ceaſe to vex the Caſpian Deep; 


The ſluggiſh Ice not ſtill remains 
On cold Armenid's rigid Plains; 
The Boreal Winds impetuous Strokes 


Don't always bend the Gargan Oaks 1 
0 | I Noe 
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Not is the lofty Aſh till Gen 
Bewidow'd of its lively Green ; 
But you in ever-mourning Lax 
Lament your Myftes ſnatch d away i 


O my dear Valgius, when the Light 
Of riſing Yeſþer brings the Night ; | 
Or when it flies the ſolar F lame, 

Your am'rous Grief js ſtill the fame. 


Not ſo old Neſtor, when by Troy 
He loſt his Hopes, his lovely Boy ; 
Not ſo of Troilus bereay'd 
| His Parents or his Siſters griey'd. 


At length thus ſoftly to complain 4 
Forbear, and ſtrike a bolder Strain; 
Be Cæſar's Vier ries ſung with Joy, 
Let Trophies won the Muſe employ ; 


IPA How 
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How gentler mighty Floods proceed «+ 
The rough Nipbhates and the Mede, 
And ſubje& to the Roman Rein 
Roll will leſs Fury to the Main: 


How the Gelonians ſavage Race, 
That wildly prey'd from Place to Place, 
Fixt to a narrow Spot of Ground 
Are forc'd to ride within their Bound. 


o DK X. 


To £ T6 ARAM MURAMN 4. 


ICIN I US, as thro' Life you fail, 
| Neer brave the open Deep, 
Nor yet too cautious of a Storm | 
The dang'rous Shallows keep. 


A 04 H He 
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' He that obſerves the golden Mean 
Avoids the Cell impure, 
Avoids the Envy of the Court, 
Still ſober and ſecure. 
Huge Pines are ſhock'd the moſt by Winds; 
High Tow'rs with greateſt Weight 
Fall headlong down; and Thunders rend 
I The loſtieſt Mountain's Height. 
A Breaſt well-arm'd for either Fate 
Expects each Fate to know ; 
Afflicted hopes a better Lot, 
And proſp'rous looks for Woe. = 
Jove now deforms the Heavn with Cloudy, ; 
Then drives the Storm away ; lacks 
Tho Fortune for the preſent frown, | : | 
Twill ſmile another Day. 


Far- 
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Far-ſhooting Phæbus often wakes 
The ſilent Muſe to ſing, 

And caſts his twanging Bow aſide 
To ſtrike the tuneful String. 


Be bold in adverſe Times, and ſhow 
A Heart that never fails; 

Be wiſe, when Winds too proſp'rous blow, 
And draw your ſwelling Sails. 


„DE 
To QUINTIUS HIRPINUS. 
HAT's done on t other fide the Main, 


Ceaſe, my Hirpinus, to enquire; ; 
What's plotting i in the northern Spain, 
Or what the Seyrbian Foes conſpire. 


H: 2 Dare 


oo De OD ES Bovx II. 
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Dare to be merry now and gay, 
Enjoy your Life, and ſpend your _ z 


You can't fling much of it away, 
For you and I are growing old: 


Smooth Youth with ev'ry blooming Grace 
Swift from our hoary Temples flies; 
Dry rugged Age comes on apace, 
That pleaſing Sleep and Love denies. 


As Flow'rs that fade, and Moons that wane, 
We ſhine awhile, and diſappear; 

Why then fatigue you thus in vain 
Your Soul too weak for endleſs Care ? , 


Why don't we here at random thrown, | 
Beneath this Plane-Tree, or that Pine, 

Theſe Silver Locks with Roſes crown, | 
And, breathing Spikenard, drink our Wine? 


Eviul 


r 
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Evius diſpells corroſive Woes, 
O! then for Evius, while we may; 
Run, Boy, to where yon' Riv'let flows, 
The hot Falernian Bowls allay. 


Who'll undertake to ſcheme from. Home 
Lyde no common hackney Fair? 
With Iv'ry Lute ſoon bid her come, 
And like a Spartan bind her Hair. 


OD E XII. 
To MA CEN AS. 
HE tedious Siege Numantia ſtood, 
The direful Hannibal ſubdued, 
And Sicily's empurpled Main 
With Blood of Carthaginians ſlain; 
The murd'ring Lap:the engag d 
With Centaurs huge by Wine enrag'd ; 
| H 3 The 
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The Sons of Earth a monſtrous Band 
O'erpow'r'd by great Alcides Hand, 
That hurl'd Defiance at the Gods, 
And dar'd to ſhock the bright Abodes, 
You can't defire your Bard to fing, 
That tunes the tender Lyric String. 
The mighty Battles Cæſar gains, 
And threat'ning Monarchs dragg'd in Chains, 
Juſter by far, Macenas, you 
In bold Hiſtoric Proſe can ſhew. 

My Muſe in ſofter Themes delights, 
And Son gs for fair Lycimnia writes ; 
Relates her brilliant Eyes, and Breaſt 
With Love and Faithfulneſs poſſeſt: 
Whoſe ſprightly Wit and Raill'ry pleaſe, 


Who moves each Limb with graceful Eaſe ; 


Admir'd amidſt the Virgins gay, 


That dance on Dian's ſacred Day. 


Whilſt to your balmy Lip ſhe plies 


Her Neck, or gently coy denies; by 
$53 | * With 
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* With pleaſing Struggles grants the Bliſs, 
Or ſteals herſelf an eager Kiſs ; 

Tell me, for all the Perſian's Store, 
Arabia's Gems, and ten times more, 
Wou'd you exchange the charming Fair? 
No,----not a Ringlet of her Hair. 


* Or, Yet ſeems more glad to grant, than you 
To win the Joy for which you ſue ; 
Or elſe impatient of the Bliſs 
Snatches herſelf an eager Kiſs, c. 


O DE XIII. 
On a Tree, that was like to have fallen 
on him. 
OME impious Wretch in evil Day 
Thee here, curſt Trunk, contriv'd to place, 
His harmleſs Succeſſor to ſlay, 
And all the Village to diſgrace ; 


H 4 The 
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The barb'rous Villain ſure had broke 
His aged Parent's Neck before ; | 
Deſtroy'd his Gueſt with treach'rous Stroke, 
And all his Gods profan'd with Gore ; 


The helliſh magic Arts had known, 

 Thro' ev'ry Scene of Vice been led, 

That ſet thee thus to tumble down, 
And cruſh thy Maſter's honeſt Head. 


Blind to the Orders of the Fates, 
For future Ills we can't provide; 
The Sailors dread the rocky Straits, 
And look for Death from nought beſide. 


The Romans fear the Parthian Bo-, 
The Parthians Rome's all-conqu'ring Rage; 
But oft an unſuſpected Blow 

Has ſlain, and will thro' ev'ry Age. 


How 
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How had I juſt beheld the Gloom, | 
Where Hell's black Empreſs holds her row: 3 

Heard acus pronqunce the Doom, 
That trembling Spectres muſt obey ! 


| Beheld the bleſt Elyſian Shades 

Where pious Souls apart remain; 
Heard Sappho of the Lesbian Maids 
In fadly-pleaſing Notes complain! 


Heard thee, Alcæus, from thy String 
With golden Stroke a bolder Sound 

Call forth, and all the Labours ſing 
By Sea, and Flight, and Battle found! 


In facred Silence juſtly held  - 

The Ghoſts are charm'd with both their ** 
But Wars, and Tyrant-Kings expell'd 

The Vulgar hear in thicker Thron 2s. 


Yea 
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Yea CerBrus black two hundred Ears 


Hang tied in Wonder to the Lay, 


And Snakes curl'd round the Furies Hairs 


Lie huſh'd, and hear their Rage away 


Sad Pelops Sire, and Faphet's Son 
Are ſweetly cheated of their Pain; 


Nor does Orion care to run 


In chace of Lions oer the Plain. 


O D E XIV. 
To POST HUM US. 
WIF T flies, my Poſfthumus, away, 
Swift flies our Life with ev'ry Breath, 


Nor can Devotion bring Delay 
To wrinkled Age and conqu'ring Death. 


Oh! 
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Oh! cou'd you day by day afford 
Three hundred mighty Bulls to burn, 
Pluto inexorable Lord 
Wou'd take you in your deſtin'd Turn. 


Three-bodied Geryor's frightful Ghoſt, 
And widely ſtretch'd along the Ground 
Tityus he binds within his Coaſt, 
And nine times throws the Styx around: 


— 


The Styx, fad Flood we all muſt paſs, 
That feed on Earth's corruptive Meat, 
Of noble or ignoble Race, 
Or Peaſants mean, or Monarchs great. 


Alas! we ſhall decline in vain 
The foaming Waves and bloody War, 


Or, when deſtructive Autumns reign, 


The fickly Breath of ſouthern Air. | _ 
Cocytus 
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Cocytus wandring, gloomy, ſlow, 
Fam'd Danaus Race we all muſt view; 
And Siſyphus condemn'd bel 
Eternal Labours to renew, 


Thy Buildings, Lands, and pleaſing Spouſe 
Muſt be forſook; and not a Tree 

Of all thy Care but Cypreſs Boughs 
Deteſted follow fleeting Thee. 


Thy worthier Heir ſhall largely pour, 
What now an hundred Locks encloſe ; 

And tinge with nobler Wine the Floor, 
Than at a Pontiff's Banquet flows, 


ODE : 
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O DR W. 
On the Extravagance of the Ape. 
EE ! how the ſtately Piles ariſe, 
How proudly ſpread around 
In ſhort they ſcarce will leave the x Plough 
One uſeful Spot of Ground, 


Soon wider than the Lucrine Lake a N EY 
Will mighty Fiſh-Ponds flo :: 
And barren Plains deny the Elms 


For married Vines to grow. 


The Myrtle, Vi'let, and the Roſe, 
With all the flow'ry Store, 

Will ſpread their Sweets, where Olives Lond 
Their Owners Gain before. | 


Then to exclude the beating Sun 
Thick Laurel-Bow*rs be clog'd : 
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This Rome's great Founder ne'er ordained, 
And Geo 8580 oppor'. | 


Our Fathers = publick Wealth was great, 
I beir Stock at home was ſmall ; 

No private-Cloyſter's ſumptuous Length 
Receiv'd the northern Gale. | 


The Laws diſcharg'd As Cots 
Tho humble to be ſcorn'd 

And bad but Towns and Temple ſhine 
With Parian Stone adorn' d. 


O D E XVI. 
To GROSPHUS. 


HEN Clouds 8 the Moon by Night 
And Stars withdraw their friendly Light, 
Toſs'd on the rough Ægean Seas 


The trembling Sailor prays for Eaſe : U 
A | For 


— ... ͤ— 
— — — 
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For Eaſe the furious Sons of Thrace, 
For Eaſe the quiver'd Parthian Race, 
Eaſe, that, my Groſþbus, can't be ſold. 
For Regal Purple, Gems, or Gold. 


No Wealth, or Pow'r, or State controul 
The various Tumults of the Soul; 
Dire Troubles round the Palace fly, 

And ſting the Rich, and vex the High. 


Happy the Man whoſe humble Board 
With wholeſome Food is cheaply ſtor d 
Who gently ſleeps; nor feels a/Pain 
From Fear of Loſs or Luſt of Gain. 


Since Life and Strength muſt ſoon decay, 
Extenſive Schemes why ſhou'd' we lay? | 
| Why haſte beneath another Sun? 
Himſelf the Exile cannot ſnun. 
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Far ſwifter than the flying Hind, 
Or Tempeſts driven by the Wind, 
Sad Cares purſue us o'er the Tide, 
And gall the Horſemen as they ride. 


Let him that's happy ne er deſtroy 
By future Fears his preſent Joy ; 
Let him that's wretched chear his Woe, 
There's none entirely bleſt below. 


Swift Fate cut ſhort Achilles Rage 
Tithonus pin'd away with Age; kW 
And Heav'n perhaps may grant to mne 
The Days it takes from wealthy Thee. 


An hundred Flocks increaſe your Store, 
Sicilian Herds an hundred more; FA 
Your well-bred Courſers proudly bound, 
Your Robes of Purple glitter round. 


| My 
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My kind and undeceiving Fate 
Has bleſt me with a ſmall Eſtate; 
With ſome pottic Sparks endow'd, 
And Soul that ſcorns th' ungen'rous Crowd. 


» 22 2 . » 4 Mk. ; # * 4 


O DE XVII. 
To HA CE UAS. 
Acenas, why theſe bitter Moans? 
Why wilt thou kill me with thy Groans ? 
The Gods diſlike, as well as I, 
That you before your Bard ſhou'd die. 
O Thou, my Glory and Defence, 
If Fate untimely ſnatch thee hence; 
Take half my Life, my Soul away ; 
Alas! why ſhou d the other ſtay? - 


1 Imperfect 


* 
** * 
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Imperfect Wretch! I ſhall not be h 
Dear to myſelf depriv'd of thee ; 

One Day ſhall rob us both of Breath, 

And lay us in the Duſt of Neath. 


I ſwore, and have not ſworn in vain, 
We'll ſee together Pluto's Reign; 
If Nature call you firſt below, 
III quickly find a Way to go. 


Tho' dire Chimera breathe her Blaze, 
His hundred Hands tho Gyas raiſe ; 
They ne'er ſhall pluck ma from your Side, 
By Deſtiny and Juſtice tied. 


If on me ip my natal Hour. 
'The Ballance ſhed its milder Pow'r, 
Or dreadful Scorpius bore the Sway, | 
And fiercer ſhot a martial Ray; 
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Or Capricornus ral'd, that reigns 
A Tyrant of the wat'ry Plains ; 
Our Stars, tho' not the ſame they thine, 
Yet wonderfully muſt combine. 


You gentler Jove from Saturn's Hate 
Preſery'd, and ſtopt the Wings of Fate, 
When crowded Romans ſhouting round 
Thrice made the Theatres reſound. 


A falling Tree had cruſh'd my Head, 
And ſent me quickly to the Dead ; 
Had Faun, that favours Men of skill, 
Not warded off the fatal Ill. 


To burn a mighty Sacrifice, 
To bid the votive Temple riſe, 
Is yours, - my Friend ; a Lamb will be 
As much as Faun requires of me. 


* 12 
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O D E XVIII. 
On ambitious Avarice. 


O Rooms in this poor Houſe of mine 
With Gold or Iv'ry richly ſhine; 
No coſtly Beams exalted high 
On Piles of Afric Marble lie; 
I never gain'd a Crown unfair, 
Or forg'd myſelf a Royal Heir. 
For me my Clients Wives provide 
No purple Garment's ſumptuous Pride ; 
But, truly honeſt, I can ſhow 


Of Wit and Senſe a plenteous Flow ; 


And, tho' ſo mean myſelf and Seat, 

Am lov'd and courted by the Great. 
No farther I the Gods implore, 

bi Nor teaſe my pow'rful F riend for more, 

| Wholly content and fully bleſt 

Since” of my Sabine Farm poſſeſt. 


Day 


. 
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Day ſwiftly follows Day, and ſoon | 
The waxing grows the waning Moon : 
Yet to the Verge of Life juſt brought 
You ſet your Marble to be wrought, | 
And, mindleſs of your Tomb, prepare, 
Fond Man, the ſtately Dome to rear ; 
Oppoſe with Mounds the roaring Tide, 
And preſs to widen Baia's Side, 
Deeming yourſelf too meanly bleſt 
Of Nature's ſcanty Shores poſſeſt. 

But theſe are trifling Faults alone; 
You dare to move the parting stone, 
Encroaching build beyond your Bound, 

And rob your Clients of their Ground. 
Baſely expell d their native Home 
The beggar'd Wife and Husband roam, - 
And in their Arms devoutly bear 
Their Guardian Gods and filial Care. 

But the rich Lord muſt fall a Prey 
To rav'nous Death as well as they, 


13 „ 
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In deſtin'd Shades of Darkneſs dwell, 
And ſee no Palace then but Hell. 
Why anxious for a future Age 


Look'ſt thou fo far beyond thy Stage ? 

The Grave's devouring Jaws are ſpread 

Alike for Kings and Peaſants dead ; 

And Charon can't be brib'd with Gain 

To fail us back from Pluto's Reign. 
Prometheus here for all his Art n 

He holds beneath the racking Smart: 

Proud Tantalys.in endlefs Pains, . 

And Tantalus's Race reſtrains :, ..,.. _ 

He hears the Poor with Woes oppreſt 

Call'd or uncall'd, and gives 'em Reſt, 


A EC 
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0 DE XI 
On BAC CH US. 


Acchus on vonder Rocks retit d 
I aw with heavnly Rage infpir'd 
Teaching his Songs; about him ſtood 
The tutor'd People of the Wood. 


The Nymphs adotn'd the facred Place, 
(Believe the Poer, fature Race) 
The ſhaggy Satyrs throng d around, 
And prick'd their Ears to drink the Sound. 


Evæ ! what Terrors ſhock. my Soul ! 
What ſudden Tumults in me roll! 
With ſwelling Barcbus all poſſeſtt 
What boiftrous Raptures rend my Breaſt! 


Eve / | faint -O Liber ſpare,--- 
Thy mighty Fores I cannot bear: 


—— 


/ 


"a Ae 
r 


„ Weder Wool 


Oh! ſpare to ſhake thy dreadful Rod; 
Oh! ſpare thy Bard, impetuous God. 


The Thyads Rage is now my Theme, 
The Springs of Wine, the milky Stream, 
And Honey from the hollow Tree, 4h 
The Wonders, Bacchus, wrought by thee/ ; 


With theſe tis givin me to declare 


Vour Spouſe's Crown, that flames a Star; 


The diſmal Scenes of Horror tell. 
How Pentheus and Lyeurgus fell. 

You rule the Floods and barb rous Main, 
You fluſh'd on diſtant Mountains reign ; 
In Knots of harmleſs Vipers there We” "RET 
You bing the, madding Thraciens Har. ,,. 1, 

When once the impious Giants ſtrove 
To ſtorm the lofty Realms of Tove, 


with ov 
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With Lion's Paws you backward drew 
Rheſus, with Teeth tremendous flew, . 


The Ign'rant thought you only fit 
For Dance, and Play, and jocund Wit; 
But you, as well as peaceful Charms, 
Enjoy'd the War, and ſhone in Arms, 


Cerb'rus ador'd you as you paſed 
With golden Horns divinely grac'd ; 
And when you left th' infernal Seat, 
He fawning lick d your ſacred Feet. 


ODE, XX. | 
To A C ENA S 


Ondrous on mighty Wings TIl ſoar” 

Aloft, and grovel here no more; 
Thro' Heav'n a two-form'd Bard be born, 
And ſubje& Towns and Envy ſcorn.” * 


* 
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My dear Macenas, tow'ring I 
Thy tuneful Friend ſhall never die; 
Shall ne'er, tho ſprung from humble Blood, 
Be bound within the Sygian Flood. 


Already ſee my Change begin 
See on my Legs a rougher Skin! 
My upper Part the Swan aſſumes, 
My Hands, my Arms are cloath'd with Plumes! 


by Swifter than, Er rus v dong, 
TIl ſooth rough Climates with my Song ; ; 
Where Boſþb'rus noiſy Billows roll, 
The Lybian rat and i Pole, 


To Guben, and to Dacian Lands OTT 7 
Diſſembling Fear of Roman Bands; | 
To Spain and Scythia ru be known, 


And thoſe chat drink the ſwelling Rhone... "= 3 
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Far from my empty Urn be Woe, 


The fun ral Dirge, and pageant Show; 
Reſtrain your Cries, and wiſely fave 
The needleſs Honours of a Grave. 


a1 
T7 
_. 
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* 
5 


1 


o 


H' unhallowd Crowd my hes” 
Hate 
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| By Kings inferior Herds are 8 3 
Kings bow to Fove almighty God, 
That low the daring Giants laid, 

And moves all Nature with his Nod. 


One plants in longer Rows the Vine, 
('T is thus ordain'd by ruling Fate) 

This pleads the Glory of his Line, 

His Virtue That, to riſe in State: 


Another boaſts his larger Trains 
Of Vaſſals ready at his Call- 
One Law for High and Low remains; 
One fatal Urn is ſhook for all. 


"Che Wretch, oer whoſe devoted Head 
Threat'ning the pointed Blade depends, 

Subjected to eternal Dread 

His joyleſs Days in Torture ſpends. 


His 


„ «ed 9 * — 


Boox III. F HORACE. 129 


His Board with labour'd Lux'ry crown'd 
Th' embitter'd Palate cannot pleaſe ; 

And Birds may ſing, and Lutes reſound; 
But can't compoſe his Soul to Eaſe. 


Sweet, gentle Sleep to ſuch deny'd 
Deigns to the Peaſant's Cot to go; 
Or meets where ſhady Riv'lets glide, 
Or o'er the Mead the Zephyrs blow. 


Who craves but competent Supplies, 

Sits eaſy on the peaceful Shore; 
Arcturus ſets, the Goats ariſe, 

And boiſt'rous Tides unheeded roar. 


Let all his Vintage mourn the Hail, 

His Trees the Heat, or Cold, or Rains; 
Let all his promis'd Harveſts fail ; 

He calm and undiſturb'd remains. 


* „ 
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The haughty Rich diſdain the Land, 
Invade retiring Fiſhes/Bounds 3 - 
And bid a thouſand Workmen band 
Io puſh the Ocean back with Mounds,  - 


Yet Terrors ſtill, and Threats with theſe . ' - 
In tow'ring/Palaces'refide z =o 

Black Care attends them o'er the Seas, | 
And fits behind them as they ride. 


* 8 


But if nor Piles of Phrygian Stone 
Can footh the Torments of the Soul; | 
The Purple flaming like the Sun, 
The Spikenard, nor Falernian Bowl: 
Why ſhou'd I raiſe the gnvied Gate, 
The modern Porch's Height prepare ?? 
[| Why ſhou'd1 change my ſmall Eſtate 
[| For greater Wealth, -and greater Care? 


ODE 
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ODE II. 


HE vig rous Youth in Hardſhips breed, 


Teach him, my Friends, to dare in 
Fight; 
7 


, * | ? 


Let Parthians fly his manag d Steed, | 
And dread his Jay'lin aim'd aright. 


In Heats, and Colds, and Dangers try'd, 
Inur'd, and ſeaſon'd let him hear TN 
Thus from the hoſtile Walls the Bride, 
And Royal Mother ſhriek their Fear: 


e Oh let my Prince in Arms unskilld 
“ Refuſe that Lion to engage, 
Who ſpreads DeſtruRtion o'er the Field 
« Rous d by the ſlighteſt Touch to Rage. 


* 
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How ſweet, how glorious tis to die 
Contending for our Country's Weal ! 
Death too purſues the Youth that fly, 
And baſely wounds the Coward's Heel. 


Virtue no mean Repulſe can find, 
But in unſullied Glory ſhines ; 
Nor at the giddy Vulgar's Mind 


Aſſumes the Faſces, or reclines : 


Virtue, that for immortal Souls 
Opes the bright Portals of the Skies, 
In Paths untrodden mounts the Poles, 
And all the groveling Crowd defies. 


He too has ſure Rewards decreed, 

That heavnly Secrets knows to keep ; 
But he that babs ſhall ne'er ſucceed 

With me the Dome, or launch the Ship. 
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Oft with his Bolts neglected Fove 
Does Good and Bad together blaſt ; 
And Vengeance, tho' it lamely move, 


Will ſeize the impious Wretch at laſt. 


O D E III. 
HE Man whoſe Principles are true, 
In Heart reſolv d to act aright, 
An impious Faction's madding Crew, 
A frowning Tyrant can't affright; 
Unſhaken like a Tower he ſtands, and ſhows 
No baſe Compliance to his threat ning Foes. 


The Elements may war around, 

Fierce Winds may rave, huge Billows roll, 

Fove's Lightnings flaſh, his Thunders ſound, 

And ſhock the World,---but not his Soul : 
He Nature's Wreck cou'd view without Surpriſe, 
And dauntlefs bear the Ruins of the Skies. 
ol, "I By 
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By Virtue thus great Leda's Son, 
And thus did Hercules aſpire, + 
Eſcap'd the Gloom of Hell, and won 
The Caſtles of eternal Fire : 
With theſe Auguſtus lays his Limbs divine, 
And drinks with purple Lips celeſtial Wine. 


By ſuch Deſert the Theban God 

His harneſs'd Tygers tamely drove; 

By ſuch Quirinus proudly rode 

On Mars's Steeds to Realms above: 
When thus the Queen of Heav'n in pleaſing Strain 
Beſpoke the ſummon'd Subjects of her Reign. 


Troy, deſtin'd Troy, is turn'd to Duſt 
By Paris, and his foreign Bride, 
Becauſe Laomedon unjuſt 
Their due Rewards the Gods denied, 
For this the guileful Prince, and all his Lands 
Were giv'n to mine and Pallas vengeful Hands. 
No 
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No more her fair adult rous Gueſt 
To Crimes the Spartan Queen betrays ; 
Nor Priam's perjur'd Race infeſt, 
Nor Hector now my Argives lays : 
The Wars prolong'd by heav'nly Diſcord ceaſe, 
The jarring Nations now are huſh'd in Peace. 
From hence I all my Wrath reſign ; 
Let him the Trojan Prieſteſs bore, 
My Grandſon, Mars, be wholly Thine, 
Uninterrupted let him ſoar : 
Him I allow to gain the bright Abodes, 
And feaſt at eaſe a God among the Gods. 


Whilſt a tremendous Length of Main 
Shall roar 'twixt Italy and Troy, 
Safe let the happy Exiles reign, 
And Pow'r in ev'ry Clime enjoy : 
Whilſt ſportive Herds inſult old Priam's Duſt, 


And Monſters whelp ſecure in Paris' Buſt; 
K 3 Thus 
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Thus long the Capitol ſhall ſtand, 
And Rome controul the ſubject Mede, 
Illuſtrious ſhine from Land to Land, 
And ſtretch to fartheſt Shores her Dread; 
Where the long Deep the Weſtern World divides, 
And ſwelling Nilus bathes his fertile Sides. 


Bolder to ſcorn the golden Ore, 
That beſt beneath the Ground remains, 
Than ſcrape together Heaps of Store, 
And plunder Men and Gods for Gains, 
Glad ſhall ſhe quell at length each ſtubborn Foe, 
Brave raging Heat, and triumph in the Snow, 


This be the Fate of warlike Rome; 
But let theſe Terms be kept with Care, 
That fondly pious none preſume 
Demoliſh'd Jium to repair: 
The inauſpicious Town ſhall riſe in vain, 
Newꝛ Wars ſhall rage, and Troy be ſack'd again. 
Thrice 
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Thrice if the great Apollo frames 
Of ſolid Braſs her ſtedfaſt Wall; 
Thrice ſhall it fink, and captive Dames 
Lament their Sons' and Husbands' Fall : 
Thrice will I lead my conqu'ring Greeks to Troy, 
And thrice the Siſter-Wife of Fove deſtroy. 


But where, bold Muſe, doſt thou __ ? 
- For thee the Subject is unfit; 

| Take Themes that better ſuit the Lyre, 

Of am'rous Play and jocund Wit. 


Ceale, ceaſe, no more Heav'n's Eloquence re- 
| [hearſe, 
Nor weaken mighty Rhet'ric in a feeble Verſe. 


K 4 ODE 
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o DE 1V. 
To GOA LLIO PE. 


UEEN of the Muſes leave the Sky, 

| And long the tuneful Pipe inſpire ; ; 
Or raiſe the vocal Raptures high, 

Or · boldly ſweep Apollo s Lyre. 


Hark ! or is't pleaſing Frenzy cheats? 

3 ſeem to hear her Songs, to ſtray 
Tranſported o'er the bleſt Retreats, 

Where Zephyrs breathe, and Riv'lets play. 


As tir'd with Sport I ſlept profound 
On ſavage Yultur's pois nous Wild, 
The gentle Doves came flocking round, 
And ſcreen'd with Leaves their fav'rite Child. 


With 


II. 
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With wonder heard the neighb'ring Swains, 
Of Acberontia's lofty Net, 

Of humbler Bantia's ſhady Plains, 
And rich Ferentum's Vale poſſeſt; 


How I repos d my harmleſs Head 
Safe from the Viper and the Bear, 

With ſacred Bays and Myrtle ſpread; 
Bold Infant bleſt by heav'nly Care. 


Or when I climb my Sabine Hill, 
Seek Tibur's or Preneſte's Shades, 

Or the fair Streams that Baiæ fill, 

Tm wholly yours, celeſtial Maids. 


Sicilia's Rocks, Philippi's Flight, 
The fatal Tree innoxious prov'd . 

— xe Muſes till were my Delight, 
Your ſacred Springs and Choirs I low d. 


Attend 


Attend me, and I'll dauntleſs go 
An Exile to the fierceſt Lands ; 
Thro' Boſpbor's raging Straits I'll row, 
And range Af/yria's burning Sands: 


The Britons Murd'cers of their Gueſt, 
The Concans gorg'd with Horſes' Blood, 

The Scythians in their Quiyers dreſt 
Securely ke, and Scythia's Flood. 


Great Cz/ar, when his Hoſts retire 
To peaceful Towns fatigu'd with Wars, 
You in your pleaſing Grots inſpire, 
Relieve his Toil, and end his Cares. 


Ye temp'rate Counſel mild beſtow, 
And joy to ſmooth the martial Soul. 
---- The ſavage Giants fell, we know, 


Deſtroy'd with Thunder from the Pole. 
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He 
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He ſoon abas d the madding Train, 

That rules alone with juſt Commands, 
The lumpiſh Earth, the ſtormy Main, 

And Hell, and Heav'n, and mortal Bands. 


Yet Jove at firſt their monſtrous Size, 
Their Strength, their Boldneſs ſtruck with 
| [Dread ; 
Dire Brotherhood, that ſeal'd the Skies 
With Mountain pil'd on Mountain's Head. 


But what availd their Force in Fight, 
The huge Porphyrion's threat ning Strokes, 
Or bold Enceladus's Might, 
That-flung for Dartsuprooted Oaks ? 


See Pallas there her Shield oppoſe, 
And rattling brave the ruſhing Foe ; 
There Funo ſtorms, and Vulcun glows, 
And Pbæbus twangs his ſacred Bow ; 


Great 
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Great God, that bathes his flowing Hair 
In ſweet Caftaha's limpid Spring, 


And deigns on Earth the Name to bear 


Of Patarg's, or Delos King. 


The Strength by Prudence, and by Right 
Ungovern'd, ſoon is ſelf-deſtroy'd; 

The Gods are Friends to temper'd Might, 
But hate it when in Crimes employ'd : 


This Titan's hundred-handed Son, 
And this Orion fadly found, 

Who ſtrove to looſe Diana's Zone, 
And periſh'd by the Virgin's Wound. 


Earth on her monſtrous Offspring caſt 
Laments them ſtruck to Hell by Fove; 

Nor can. the Flames, they vomit, waſte 
The cumbrous Loads, that urge above. 


Still 
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Still by the rav nous Vultur tore 

The luſtful T:tyus' Breaſt remains; 
Piritbous, for his mad Amour, 

Is rack d beneath an hundred Chains. 


ODE V. 


HEN Jove in Thunder ſhakes the Sky, 
We own there reigns a God on high: 
The Britons in the diſtant Main, 
The Perfian formidable Foe, 
Late added to the Roman Reign, 
Proclaim Auguſtus God below. 


And cou'd the Bands by Craſſus led 
Take barb'rous Wantons to their Bed? 
Could Appulus and Marſus bear 
Diſgraceful thus to ſpend their Lives, 
To Parthia's King Allegiance ſwear, 
And fight for foreign Sires and Wives ? 


Cou'd 
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Cou'd they forget their Country's Fame, 

The Shields of Mars, and Veſtas Flame? 
Whilſt * Jove and Rome ſecurely ſtood 

Their Glory cou'd they thus efface ? 

O Senate! O degen'rate Brood ! 

Corrupted Morals ! Actions baſe ! 


This to prevent in Days of old 
How wiſe was Regulus, how bold ? 
He to the ſhameful Terms agreed ; 
Refus'd the captive Youth to ſpare, 
Leſt bad Examples ſhoy'd ſucceed, 
And future Romans fail in War. 


I aw our Banners, faw, he faid, 

Our Arms in Punic Temples laid ; 

I faw incens'd our tim'rous Bands 
Reſign without one gen'rous Blow; 
Behind their Backs with girded Hands 


I ſaw the free-born Cowards go, 


| I faw 
* The Image of Fupiter in the Capitol. 
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I faw the Gates beſieg d of late 
Wide open'd in triumphant State ; 
Beheld the joyous Victor's Plow, 
Where once our Armies ſpoil'd the Plain : 


And will ye, Fathers, Gold allow 
To buy ſuch Wretches back again ? 


Twere adding Loſs to foul Diſgrace; 
They can't return a bolder Race : 

The Wool that's once with Poiſon ſtain'd 
Can ne'er recall its native White, + 
Loſt Courage ſcorns to be regain'd, 

And warm degen'rate Souls to fight. 


If cer the Hind will ſtand at Bay 
Eſcap'd the Toils, then ſo may they ; 
They, that have treach'rouſly reſign'd, 
And dreading Death have tamely wore 
Thongs on their ſervile Arms behind, 
May cruſh again the Punic Pow'r. 


Concern'd 
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Concern'd for Life, and nought beſide, - 
To Peace inglorious they comply'd, F 
Peace in the midſt of War. O Shame! 
O Laly debas d, deſtroy'd! | 
And on its Ruins built the Fame, 

By loftier Carthage now enjoy'd ! 


Lo! a degraded Slave become, 

No Peer, no Citizen of Rome, 

He ſaw his Boys, his virtuous Bride 
Approach to meet his dear Embrace ; 
But ſhov'd them nobly ſtern aſide, 
And on the Ground defix'd his Face. 


He on the Senate doubting long 
Unwearied preſs d his Reaſons ſtrong ; 
He gain'd at length their joint Conſent 
To Counſel giv'n before by none; 
And thro' his weeping Friends he went 
A matchleſs Exile from the Town. 
He 
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He knew eyn then the barb'rous kind 
Of Torture by the Foes deſign d: 
Yet thro his Kindred that enclos'd 
He bravely preſs'd without Delay ; 
Remoy' the People that oppos d, 
And back to Carthage urg'd his Way. 


To horrid Racks ſerenely great 
He paſs'd, as to his Country Seat; 

* As when, his Clients Cauſes try'd, 
The Forum's tedious Hurry o'er, 
He ſought Venafrum's peaceful Side, 
Or fair Tarentum's pleaſing Shore, 


110 
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E for your Parents Crimes ſhall bear, 
Ill-fated Romans, Wrath divine, 
Till tott' ring Temples ye repair, 
And bid the ſooty Statues ſhine, 


On humble Worſhip duly givn 
To Pow'rs above, your State depends : 
All happens by the Will of Heaven; 


Hence all begins, proceeds, and ends. 


The Gods have on us brought our Woes - 
For Crimes, and Duty lightly paid; 
Hence Vict'ry hover'd o'er our Foes, 
And mournful Latium's Strength decay'd. 


 Moneſes twice, and Pac'rus Bands 
Have twice our luckleſs Force controul'd, 


Born 


T rn 
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Born off the Spoil in loaded Hands, 
And ſhone with ampler Chains of Gold. 


The Dacian and ÆAgyptian Train 
Had juſt deſtroy d the factious Town, 
This to be dreaded on the Main, 
And that for Arrows nicely thrown. 


Our monſtrous Age at firſt defl'd r 
Their bridal Bed, and gen rous Blood; 
From hence aroſe Deſtruction wild, 
And ſpread the Nation like a Flood. 


The rip ning Maid exults in Heart 
The lewd Janic Dance to prove, 
Taught. from a Child the Wanton's Art, 
And tainted with inceſtuous Love : 


Now at her Husband's Treat decoys, - 


Regardleſ whom, the younger Spark ; 


E22 Unhurried 
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Unhurried gives her lawleſs Joys, 


And ſcorns to ſcreen them in the Dax: 
Dauntles before her Husband's Eyes 

Attends the leach'rous Captain' 8 Flame; "as 
The Spaniſh Merchant s Luſt ſupplies, 

A rich Rewarder of her Shame. 


Such Parents Offspring ne'er of old 
The Main with Pumc Blood embru'd, 
Antiochus, or Pyrrbus bold, 
Or direful Hannibal ſubdu d; 


But ſturdy Sons of Swains ſevere MW an 
Inur'd to dig the Sabine Land, iP | 
On their broad Backs huge Clubs to bear 

Cut by their Mother's rough Command. 


3 When Mountain-Shades v were Eaftward thrown, 


And weary Steers _ Ploughs releas'd ; 
Then 


4 " 5 a 
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Then they regal'd, and then alone, 
With ſetting Sol of Labour eas d. 


What is not ſpoil'd by length of Years ? 
Our Parents were their Sires Diſgrace; 
The preſent Age is worſe than theirs; 
And we ſhall get a viler Race. 


* 


on gt: 1 

To AW ERIE; 

Sterie, why theſe Floods of Tears? 
Soon ſhall ſoft Gales your Lover bring; * 
Your conſtant Youth with coſtly Wares Be. 
Shall bleſs your Eyes again at Spring. 


af 
* 
6 


On Oric's Coaſt your Gyges blown, 


3 0 L 3 ; There 
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There lies the frigid Night alonem 
And wakes, and ſighs, and weeps for thee. 


Yet for his Hoſteſs Chloe, plies 
A Friend, employ'd to tell ber Flame; 


A thouſand Methods lily tries 


To gain thy Lover for the Dame: 


Relates how Prætus treach'rous Wife - - 
Too chaſt Belleropbon accus'd ; 

And preſs'd the King to end his Life, 
Mad that her Offers were refus'd d: 


How modeft Peleus juſt was ſlain 
Becauſe he fled a treach'rous Queen; 
And guileful urges, but in vain, 
Each Story that may tempt to Sin. 
He ſtill remains the virtuous Same, 
Deaf as the Rocks where 1ris fell: 


Reward, 
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Reward, fair Maid, the faithful Flame, 
Nor let Enipeus pleaſe too well. 


What tho he turns the fiery Steed 
In Mares Field with Skill ſupreme; 
Tho none can ſwim with equal Speed 
Acroſs the Tyber's rapid Stream; 


Lock ſafe your Door at Cloſe of Light; 
Still let him pipe and ſtill complain; 

Ne'er from the Window caſt your Sight, | 
And call'd ſevere, ſevere remain, N 
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0 Ne, FAIL © 
To M 22 C- FR: * We 8 d 
M AÆcenai, Tearnediy polite, A 
That know | what Greeks 103 Romans 
u Wag CU IV d [vrite, 


The firſt of March you with Surprize 
Find me prepar'd e, Nala 
Admire to * my * ry Head, 
Unconſcious of the bridal Bed ; |. 24h 5 
With Sweets my little Cenſers fills, | A dT 
With Wood my turfy Altars pil'd. 


s 


This was the Day I juſt had fell 

Struck by the fatal Tree to Helvv2?2L2lvt 
And vow'd to make a Feaſt, and bring 
A Goat to Bacchus ev ry Spring. 
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This Day with my Deliv'rance bright 
Shall call my choiceſt Wine to Light, 
My ſmoaky Barrel fill'd the Year 
That Tullus held the Conſul's Chair. 


A. hundred Cups you now ſhall take, 
Nor all the Night your Friend forſake ; | 
Our Lamps ſhall ſhine till riſing Day, 
And noiſy Rage be far away. 


Let anxious Fears for Nome be oer; 

The Dacian Armies are no more 
The murd rous Perfians now employ dd 
In civil Wars, are ſelf-deſtroy d. 

Our antient Foes of Northern Spain, 
At length are forc'd to; bear the Chain; 
The Scythians from their Frontiers go. 
And ceaſe to bend the flacken'd Bow, , 


eK. 


In 


. Lay all Severity aſide, 
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In private reſt a while, and ſpare WO. 4 Fe N 
To teaſe your Soul with publick Care; 


And ſnatch the j vo Moments as they glide. 


O0 DE IX. 


4 4 Diahgue Between H OR 4 CE . 
| LYDIA. | 


HdDwdos. 2 5 cw 4 
Hile, none more welcome to your ION 
Round your fair Neck I flung my Arms; 
I flouriſh'd, Lydia, "thus pofleſtt 
Above the Perfian Monarch bleſt. 


N ® a * +5 n 
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LV DIA. . 


Your fav rite Flame whilſt Lydis — 
Nor yet for Chlee- was diſdain d, 


Lye 


1 


e 
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Lydia was then the glorious Name, 

And bleſt with more than Dias Fame. 
Abra 

I own my Cretan Chloe ſways, 

That fings with Art and ſweetly plays ; 

And dauntleſs wou'd I die, to fave 

The beauteous Charmer from the Grave. 


1918 LF : 14 


LY DIA. 
Illuſtrious Calais now inſpires 
My melting Soul with mutual Fire 
Twice wou'd T dare to yield my Breath, 


Os nod eee AIST 6% 
To fave my darling Boy from Death. 
Ba: © 6 bates a RD ene Hari 


HoRaACE. 
But What if Love return again, 
And link us in a ſtronger Chain; 
If Chlpe's Yoke be ſhook a m 
And lighted Lydia pI r 6 BE os 


n LYDIA 


You muſt with Pity at your Door behold: 
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nights} broly 1 DE A. 
Tho' he beyond the Stars is fair, 
Thou more inconſtant than the Air, 


Thou fiercer than the Adrian Sea, 


I'd gladly live, and die with thee. 


O D E > 
To EY & E. 


1D you, my Lyce; drink at Tanait Head, 
And there partake a bloody Seythian's eds 


Your Horace ſrerch'd, and froze with Cold: 


Hark, Hark | how cutting Sm ſheers the 
| [Ground 3 


How your Gate rattles; and the Groves reſound, 


| Trg: ſhade this beauteous Pile ; the Either clear 


| Glaze the Snow with Froſt ſevere. 


By 


1 
] 
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© 
By Venus hated leave your proud Diſdain, 
Leſt all run back, and you be ſcorn d again: 


Sure you no coy Penelope can be 
Born of a Tuſcan gay and free. Nau not 1 


What can nor Gifts nor 1 rs effectual prove, 

Nor all a Lover's vi let Paleneſs move? 

Can't your adult rous Husband change your Mind, 
And teach my Tort'er to be kind? 


Hard as an Oak, fierce as a Lybian Snake, 
Yet on a Suppliant Oh! ſome Pity take! 
This rigid Threſhold and inclement Air 

I cannot, will not always bear. 


pry 


T6 | 


ODE 


— ' 728 


* 
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O DE XI. 


7 MERCURY and his Harp. 
Hob dat Amphion taught'ft to call 


Obedient Stones into a Wall, 
O Mercury, and O my Shell, 
Where Rapture now has learnt to dwell: © 


Thou ſev'n-ſtring'd Harp, in former Days * | 
Unskill'd thy tuneful Voice to raiſe; 
Now kind to give ſublime Delights 

At Feaſts of Kings, and heav'nly Rites: Q 


Oh, if thou can'ſt, attune an Air iS 
To gain forbidding Lyde's Ear; 
 Lydethat frisks, as o'er the Plain 
| A Colt unconſcious of the Rein. 


The ſlighteſt Touch ſhe fears to ſtanld. 
And ſwiftly flies the Seizer's Hand. 
9850 vet 
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Vet ign'rant of the nuptial Game, 
Green and reluctamt to the Flame. 


Thou can ſt attract ſequacious Woods, * 
Thou can ſt reſtrain the ruſhing Floods, 
The Rage of Tygers thou can ſt quell, 

And tame the ſurly Dog of Hell. 


Cerb rus relented at thy Sound, 
Dreadful with hiſſing Serpents crown d, 
That vomits at th infernal Door, 

Peſtif rous Breath, and ſtreaming Gore. 


The tortur d Tityus pleas d a while 
Was forc'd to grin a ghaſtly Smile, 
Jrion ceas d his Wheel to turn, 

And Danaus Maids to ply their Urn: 


The Fault of theſe let Lyde hear, 
Reſound their Suff rings in her Ear; 
2 How 
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How ſtill in vain the Wave they throw 
Fo Still leaking fFromdir Galt below: 


N How Crimes are ſtill purſu'd by Fate, 
| | And puniſh'd ina future State; 
| How dire a Crime beyond the reſt, 
| Like them to wound a Husband's Breaſt. 


wad a 3 Sd 6a 


One worthy of the nuptial Fire 
Alone deceiv'd her treach'rous Sire ; 

A glorious Falſehood, far from Blame 
A Deed. that merits endleſs Fame 


Riſe, to her Spouſe ſhe ſaid, ariſe, ' i - 
Leſt Sleep eternal ſeal thy Eyes ; 
Fly, fly this bloody Houſe, my Dear, 
Leſt Fate anlook'd-for ſeize thee here. 


My Siſters now their Husbands ſlay: 


This 


* 


Boox III. of HORACE. 16: 


This Heart is of a ſofter Vein ; 
T11 neither kill you, nor detain. 


Well, let my Sire with Iron Bands 

Injuſtly load my harmleſs Hands ; Oh 
To fierceſt Climes his Daughter drive, | 
Becauſe ſhe ſav'd her Spouſe alive. 


By Venus favour'd and the Night 8 
O'er Land and Ocean haſte your Flight; 


Heav'n ſpeed your way: I only crave 


A ſhort Memorial on my Grave. 


— 


— — _= 


O D E XII. 


To E OU 
HOSE Girls are Wretches, that decline 
The Sports of Love and Sweets of Wine; 
Who loſe their Spirits whilſt they fear 


| Their Guardian's carping Words to hear : 


M You, 
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You, Neobule, on your Boy, 

Fair Hebre all your Thoughts employ; 
The Wheel no more or Shuttle move, | 
And Pallas' Labours yield to Love. | 


* With matchleſs Grace the Steed he reins ; 
He fights, he runs, and Conqueſt gains; 
And then immers'd in Tyber's Tides 

With Vigour bathes his duſty Sides, 


He too can draw the twanging Bow, 
Far o'er the Field the Arrow throw ; 
Can wound the driven Deer with Skill, 
And ſwift the Boar in deepeſt Thickets kill, 
* Or rather thus, 
Soon as the Youth has bath'd his Sides 
And ſhining comes from Tyber's 'Tides ; 


A Youth well-skill'd the Steed to rein, 
To fight, and run, and Conqueſt gain. 


ODE 


t 
"4 
x 
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* 
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O DE VII. 


To the Fountain of Blanduſia. 
Fair Blanduſia Spring divine, 
That doſt with Cryſtal Mirrour ſhine, 
Deſerving Wine and Flow'rets gay, 
To thee a Sacrifice III pay. 


To- morrow ſhall a Kid be led 
With Horns juſt budding from his Head; 
Shall on thy ſacred Bank be ſlain, 


Prepar'd for Love and Fight in vain: 


To- morrow ſhall the Victim bleed, 
A wanton Son of leach'rous Breed; 
And with a Tide of reeking Blood 
Empurple o'er thy icy Flood. 


Fierce Phæbus, when the Dog-Star ſways, | 
Ne'er taints thy Streams with ſultry Rays ; 
M 2 The 
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The weary Steers and fleecy Kind 
In thee a cool Refreſhment find. 


Thou too ſhalt ſhine a famous Spring 


While I thy pleaſing Honours fing ; 
The Oak above the Rock that grows, 


— 


From whence thy prattling Riv'let dancing flows. 


O D E XIV. 


On CA S A R's Return from War. 


SAR, that like Alcides fought, 


And late the glorious Laurel ſought - 


Thro' dang'rous Toils and Fields of Gore, 
Rides Victor from the Spaniſh Shore. 


Let her, that holds but one as dear, 
The mighty General's Bride appear ; 
The Siſter too attend the Shrine, 
And welcome home the Man divine. 


Let 
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Let decent Matrons flock around, 

Their Heads with ſacred Fillets bound; 
To Heav'n and Cz/ar Thanks afford 
For Sons and Daughters ſafe reſtor'd. 


Ye Boys the great Deliv'rer hail, 
And Girls experienc'd of the Male ; 
The Gods auſpiciouſly invoke, 

Nor let an impious Word be ſpoke. 


This is a Feſtal Day indeed, 

From ev'ry Care I'll now be freed ; 
While Cz/ar rules the World, I'll flight 
Tumultuous War, and Death in Fight. 


Go, Boy, the Oil, the Crowns prepare, 
The Cask that minds the Marfan War, 
If ſuch there be that 'ſcap'@ the Hands 
Of plund'ring Spartacuss Bands. 


M 3 Bid 
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Bid ſweet Nezra, tuneful Fair, 

With Speed perfume and braid her Hair ; 
If the curſt Porter long delay 

To give thee Entrance, come away. 


My Locks grow white, my Heat is oer, 
I play my Gallantries no more ; 

Such ſcornful Treatment, well you know, 
I cou'd not brook ſome Years ago, 


00.6 .2Y, | 
To CHLORITS. 


Poor Plebeian's Partner made, 

Tis Time to leave the wicked Trade, 
To quit the baſe adult'rous Bed, 
And get by other Arts thy Bread, 


N 
A 
C 
1 


Boox III. of HORACE. 167 


Now paſs'd the Middle of thy Race, 
And ſinking t'wards the Grave apace, 
Ceaſe with the Girls to play impure, 
The ſparkling Stars no more obſcure. 


What Pboloe does with graceful Air, 
Chloris, in thee one cou'd not bear; 
Your Daughter may be mad tis true, 
Break Doors and welcome, but not you. 


She quite tranſported with her Swain 
Frisks, as a Goat about the Plain ; 
And to be wanton, gay and free, 
We like in her, but hate in thee. 


A jovial Hogſhead guzzel'd down, 
The warbling Lute, the roſy Crown, 
Becomes not that old wither'd Skin, 
----,You're only fit to card and ſpin. 


M 4 O DR 
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ODE, XVI. 
To M4 CEE NCS 


ITH Brazen Walls, with Iron Door, 
And ſurly Maſtiffs watching by, 
Fair Danae had been kept ſecure, 
Nor mid-night Gallants dard come nigh; 


Had Jove and Venus not combin'd, 
And laught at all her Father's Care : 

--- A God in Gold, they knew, cou'd find 
An eaſy Paſlage to the Fair, 


With more than rapid Thunder's Force 
Gold thro' an hundred Guards can pals ; 

Thro' tow'ring Caſtles break its Courſe, 
And conquer all in ev'ry Place. 


Enchanted by the glitt'ring Bribe, 


Rough Sailors periſh in the Main ; 
The 


B. 


T! 
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The Grecian Bard, and all his Tribe 
Were ſunk by this, and fadly ſlain. 


The Macedonian King unclos'd 

The ſtrongeſt Gates by venal Arts; 
And rival Monarchs that oppos'd 

He ſoon ſubdu'd with Silver Darts. 


Increaſing Wealth augments our Care, 


And Thirſt of larger Wealth ſupplies; 
Well might I then, Maæcenas, fear 
With too conſpicuous Head to riſe. 


Glory of Knighthood, prudent Friend, 
You know Content alone can bleſs; 
The leſs our Wiſhes we extend, 

The more we in effect poſſeſs. 


Ye Rich, farewell, I'll ſtill explore 
The Cot where ſweet Contentment lies, 


Greater 
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Greater by Satin g needleſs Store, 
Than with that Store I e' er cou d riſe: 


Greater than if with all the Grain 
Apulia yields 1 heap'd my Floor, 
Amidſt my Barns, and Bags of Gain, 

For ever wanting, ever poor. 


My limpid Rill, my narrow Grove, 
The little Corn I truſt to ſave, 
In Bliſs exalts me far above 
Deluded Afr:ic's Royal Slave. 


What tho' no Gallic Flacks are mine, 
Nor coſtly Honey fall my Hive, 

I drink no mellow Forman Wint ; 
Still, free from griping Want, I thrive. 


If more I crav'd, you'd more beſtow ; 
But happier humble 1 remain, 


To 
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To pay the little Tax I owe, 
Than twice as rich as Cræſus reign. 


The greedy Wretch that ſtill aſpires, 
In reſtleſs Want muſt ever live ; 
He that enjoys what Life requires, 
Has all the Blifs that Wealth can give. 


DN 
To £LIUS LAMIA. 
Lluſtrious Aus, that canſt trace 
From Lamus antient Blood thy Race, 
And by ſucceeding Records ſhow 


From him the Lamian Name to flow: 


Shew that thy Pedigree comes down 
From him that founded Formiz's Town, 
That ftretch'd afar his ample Reign, 
Where Liris bathes Marica's Plain: 
A Storm, 


2 
* 
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A Storm, unleſs the Raven lies, 
To-morrow from the Eaſt ſhall riſe, 
With Leaves the Foreſt ſhall be ſtrown, 
And Heaps of Weeds aſhore be blown. 


Houſe your dry Billets while you may, 
To-morrow muſt be Holiday, 
Fit only to indulge with Wine, 

And with your Servants eat the tender Swine. 


O DE XVIIL 
To FAUNUS. 


F once a Year a Kid be kill'd, 
With Wine the mighty Bowl be fill'd, 
The Bowl to Venus conſtant Friend, 
And Clouds of od'raus Smoak aſcend ; 


Faunus, 
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Faunus, that low ſt coy Nymphs to chaſe, 
Kind thro' my ſunny Village paſs; 

And when you leave my little Farm, 

O ſpare my tender Flocks from Harm. 


Whene'er revolves your ſacred Day, 

Brisk on the Graſs the Cattle play ; 

Swains with their Steers from Labour freed 
Drink, dance, and gambol o'er the Mead: 


The Wolves no more my Lambkins dread; 
For thee the Groves their Honours ſhed ; 
To thee the Ruſticks rudely bound, 

And beat with angry Feet the Ground. 


ODE 


| 
| 
| ö 
ö 
| 
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OD E XIX. 
ee 


Ar rolling Years how long the Train 


Twixt Jnachus and Codrus Reign, 


Cadrus, that eminently brave 


His dearer Country dy'd to fave: 


The Race of Æacus, and all 
The Fight by facred lions Wall, 
In learned Phraſe you dully ſhow ; 


AI want ſome better things to know: 


Tell me for what, Hiſtorian, tell, 
A Cask of Chian Wine will fell : 
Tell me in bleak Aprutium's Coaſt 


What honeſt Friend will be my Hoſt : 


Who'll warm the icy Water there ? 
And who'll the jovial Feaſt prepare ? 


E 
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Tell, what's their happy Time of Day 
To tope, and drive the Cold away? 


Come, Boy, put round the Bowl apace, 
To the new Moon Tl drink a Glaſs, 
To Mid-night one ; a third ſhall be, 
Augur Muræna, drank to thee. 

Our Water muſt be mix'd with Wine, 
Good handſome Bumpers three or nine, 
Nine for th' unequal Muſes' ſake, 

His nine the ſtaring Bard ſhall take. 


For fear we ſhou'd ſurpaſs the Bounds, 

And come to Quarrels, Blows and Wounds, 
The modeſt Siſter-Graces ſay, 

Drink but three Glafles, and way. 


But I'll be mad a Poet born, 
Blow, Blow the Berecyntbian Horn: 
Barr Why 
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Why hangs the Pipe and Lyre aſide? 
Dull ſneaking Souls I can't abide. 
Roſes, Boy, Roſes fling around; 

Let peeviſh Lycus hear our Sound, 

His neighb'ring Harlot hear us rage, 
An Oyer-match for Lycus Age. 


You, Telephus, with mantling Hair, 
And radiant as the Morning Star, 
Fair Chloe ripe for Bliſs admires ; 

I melt, I burn in GhyCrg's Fires. 


4 


O DE XX. 


\ N angry Lioneſs's Whelp 
"Tis dang'rous ſure to take; 


You'll, Pyrrbus, after all the Field 
With Shame be forc'd forſake: 


When 
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When furious thro' oppoſing Youths 
She for Nearchus flies, 2 

And madly fights to gain her Boy, 
You muſt reſign the Prize. 


But whilſt you draw your flying Darts, 
She whets her Teeth to wound ; 

Your Judge the Palm conteſted flights, 
And tramples on the Ground. 


He careleſs to the wanton Breeze ODEs 
Toſſes his od'rous Hair, 

As Nireus, or the raviſh'd Boy 

Of 14a, blooming Fair. 


178 


© DE -XAL 
ny Barrel, made the Year 


With madding Love or gentle Reſt ; 


Deſcend whatever be thy Sign, 

And let us fuck thy mellow Wine; 
For ſuch a Day, dear Cask, decreed 
Corvinus bids thee freely bleed : 


Tho with Socratic Learning fraught 
He will not ſternly baulk his Draught ; 
With Wine grave Cato, as they fay, 
His Virtue warm'd, and ſhone away. 


You draw with gentle Torture Strains 


Of ſprightly Wit from ſerious Brains, 


That Manly held the Conſul's Chair; 
With Sighs, or Jokes, or Brawls poſſeſt, 
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And 
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And ſhow the Knowledge deep confin d 
Within the learned Sage's Mind. 


In black Deſpair you Hope reſtore, 
Confirm the Weak, enrich the Poor, 
Make Beggars Kings, and free from Fears 
Of Tyrant's Frowns, or Warriour's Spears. 


If Venus prove with Bacchus kind, 

And Graces ſmile for ever join'd, 

Theſe Lamps ſhall ſee you run till Day 
Return, and chaſe the Stars away. 


— 


ODE XXII. 
To D 1 A MN A. 
Irgin, of Groves and Hills the Guard, 
To eaſe the teeming Pangs prepar'd, 
And thrice invok'd from Death ſet free 
The Dames, a triple Deity. 
N2 For 
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For ever ſhall the lofty Pine, | 
That ſhades my Country-Seat, be thine ; 
A Porket there be yearly lain, 

And aim his fidelong Blow in yain. 


982 
— 


l f wo eee 
O DE XXII. 

To PHI DTI E. 

F you'll but lift your Palms on high 

When the new Moon you firſt eſpy, 


If you'll but to your Gods a Sow 
New Fruits and Frankincenſe allow; 


My Country-Dame, you need not fear 


The promis d Products of the Year. 


| The peſtilential Southern Air 


Your teeming Vine ſhall always ſpare, 


Your Corn with large Encreaſe ſhall grow, | 


And barren ng never know : 


Its 
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Its Fruit when ſickly Autumn yields, 
Your Young unhurt ſhall graze the Fields, 
"The pamper'd Victim's deſtiu d Head 

On ſnowy Agid s Acorns fed, 

Or fat ning Alba graſſy Store, 

Shall tinge the PontifP's Knives with Gore: 
To ſuch as you it can't pertain 
To court the Gods with Flocks of Stain, 
Who only crown your Laree Brows | * ; 
With Roſemary and Myrtle Boughs. 
If at the Altar pure you ſtand, 


And touch with uncorrupted Hand; 

A little Cake with Salt replete, 

That dances to the holy Heat, 

Will footh as well your Gods prorok d, 
As if the coſtlieſt Victim ſmoak d. 


N 3 ODE. 
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O DE XXIV. 
To the Coverous. 1 


AD you Atabids buried Store, 
The Indies Wealth, and ten times more; 
Cou'd you with Bulwarks ſhove aſide 
The Tuſcan, and Apulian Tide; 
Yet ſtill, ſince Fate for ever ſtrikes 
O'er all her adamantine Spikes, 
Nor lets the loftieſt Nobles paſs 
One Hour beyond their deſtin d Race, 
Sad Death's inextricable Snares 
Muſt fill your ſhudd'ring Soul with diſmal Cares. 
Happier by far the Seythians roam , 
Wide o'er the Fields without a Home, 
With all their Stock drawn too and fro, 
Their Cart the only Houſe they know. 
Happier by far the Getan Train 
Whoſe Lands are all a common Plain, 
NY | A Plain, 
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A Plain, that does for gen'ral Uſe 

Its wholeſome Pulſe and. Corn produce: 
Of Tillage theſe have now the Care 
The willing Drudges of a Year ; 

Then others take their toilſomg Place 
And labour on an equal Space, 

To thoſe that lately ply'd the Plow 

An equal Share of Eaſe allow. 


There Females keep an honeſt Mind, 


And there e en Step-mothers are kind, 


Friends to the Motherleſs they prove, 


And ſhow a nat ral Parent's Love: 
There Wealth is never made the Cauſe 
Of breaking ſacred Marriage-Laws, 
Why Termagants ſhou'd bear the Sway 
And Husbands truckle and obey ; 
Be parted from their Wives Embrace, 
And Beaux and Fops ſupply their Place. 
'Tis Virtue's mighty Portion there 
Her Parents give the wedded Fair ; 

N 4 
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Chaſt 
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Chaſt and obſervant of her Vows, 

She lives for none beſides her Spouſe; 
Adultery's deem'd no venial Deed, 

But Death the Puniſhment decreed. 

Who e er wou'd mend the impious Age 

And ſtop the People's bloody Rage, 

In Marble eminently ſtand 

Subſcrib'd the Father of the Land, 

Let him be fingularly good, 

And dare of Vice to ſtem the Flood; 

On raging Paſſion lay a Rein, 

And lewd Licentiouſneſs reftrain : 

Tho' now he wants his Share of Fame 
Poſterity ſhall praiſe his Name. 

While virtuous Souls their Light diſplay, 
We envy, hate, and wiſh away; 
When gone, the mighty Loſs we mourn, 
And praiſe and wiſh them to return. 
What boot Complaints of evil Times, 
If Juſtice ne'er demoliſh Crimes ? 


Or 
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Or what avail the Laws, if ſtil 

We practiſe each forbidden Ill? 

If Merchants fir d with Thirſt of Gold 

Endure Extremes of Heat and Cold, 

Dare thro' the ſcorching Zone to go, 

And Boreal Hills of cruſted Snow ; 

Dare on a Plank of Wood to ride 

The roaring Surges of the Tide ? 

That hated Want may be declin'd,. - 
The chief Reproach of Human Kind, 
Thro' Right and Wrong we careleſs run, 
The arduous Paths of Virtue ſhun 
Say or do any thing, ſuſtain 
The hardeſt Labours, ſharpeſt Pain. 

Our uſeleſs Gold, and Stones of Price, 
The fertile Cauſe of ev'ry Vice, 

Let us at length regard no more, 
And dare'to part with all our Store ; 
With vulgar Acclamations go 

And at the Shrine of Fove beſtow ; 


Or 
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Or rather than the Miſchiefs keep, 

Commit them to the neighb'ring Deep. 
If, on our common Good intent, 

We with Sincerity repent ; | 

We ſoon muſt check the erring Will 

And quaſh the Principles of Ill; 

In manly Exerciſe employ 


} 


And form to War the tender Boy. 


The gen'rous Youth, their Parents Shame, 


Play only now ſome idle Game; 
With Art can make the Trochus fly, 
And dext'rous ſhake th' unlawful Die ; 
But cannot fit the Steed with Grace, 
And fear to urge the noble Chace. 
Mliean while their Parents worſe than they 
Dare practiſe each diſhoneſt way, 
Make Lies and Perjry but a Jeſt, 
Deceive their Partner, rob their Gueſt, 
Anxious and greedy to prepare 
A Fortune for their worthleſs Heir : 


Heaps 


+ Aa 
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Heaps riſe on Heaps, yet ever ſhort their Store, 


They know not what, but ſtill they covet more. 


OE. 
To BACCHTUS. 


Hither full-Gvelling with thy Power divine 


| Sweep ſ thou thy Bard, impetuous God 
[of Wine? 


Swift as the Wind, Oh whither do I fly ! 
What ſhady Groves and Grotts eſpy ? 
To which of theſe ſhall I retire, 

And tune to Cæſar's Praiſe my Lyre? 
The matchleſs Cz/ar where reſound, 

With everlaſting Honours to be crown'd, 

A Star refulgent in the Realms above, 

Great at the Councils and the Feaſts of ove 9 


On mighty Wings the glorions Muſe ſhall ſoar, | 


And try a Virgin-Theme untouch'd before : 
Like me the ſleepleſs Bacchanalian goes 
Wild and aſtoniſh d o'er the Snows, 
On Hebrus caſts her glowing Eyes, 
Beholds the Hills of Throce ariſe, 
 _ Bleak hoary Rhoappe ſurveys, | 
| Where ſavage Wand rers beat untrodden Ways. 
O how Iroam ! with Pleaſure and Amaze 
At yon rough Rocks, and woody Deſerts gaze. 


King of the Nymphs that o erthe F ountains reign, 
The mightier Ruler of thy forcetul Train, 


Thy Train for Strength of Madneſs much re- 
[nown'd, 


That tear huge Aſhes from the Ground; 
No Subject will I now eſſay, | 
Mean Subject in an humble Lay; 

--- Above Mortality I'll fly : ---- 


| A God-like Voice the — Crowd ſhall cry.—- 
Sweet 
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Sweet is the Danger, Bacchus, to be led 
By thee that crown ſt with V ines thy verdant Head. 


O DE XXVI. 


To FT ENU S. 


NCE fit for Feats of Love, I came 
With flying Colours from the Game; 
A But now alas! the Time is o'er, 


My Courage flags, I can no more. 

n, N 
Farewell, my Lute, I now can play 

4 No more the tender ami rous Lay ; 

„ To thee, O Venus, I refign 55 
The Arms that ſervd in Wars of thine: 


Within thy Temple I repoſe 
Extinguiſh'd Torches, Bars and Bows, 
CE By 
t | 


k. 
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By which my MiG I us d to gain, 
And Bolts and Doors oppos d in vain. 


O Cyprian Queen, that lov'ſt to hold 
The ſunny Regions free from Cold, 

On ſcornful Chloe lift thy Wand, 

And ſcourge her with unpitying Hand. 


o D E XXVIL 
To G4 LAT E A 


H E pregnant Bitch, the chatt ring Jay, 
- The griſly Wolf, and Fox with Young 
Shall meet the Wicked in their Way, 
And inauſpicious lead along: 


Impetuous Serpent fright their Steed 
As croſs the Road they fiercely dart, 


And 
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And break their Journey ; but fucceed 
You charming Miſtreſs of my Heart. 


Eer to the Marſhes flies away 

The Bird that ſpeaks a Tempeſt nigh, 
I careful Augur truſt to pray 

A luckier from the Eaſtern Sky. 


Where- e er you go may Bliſs attend, 
And, Galatea, think on me; 

Joyful attain your Journey's End, 
Nor one unhappy Omen fee. | 


But look, Orion is but low, 

And threatens Tumults in the Seas ; 
The Rage of Adria well I know, 

And Treach'ry of the wanton Breeze. 


Be hoſtile Brides and Children near, 
You diſtant from the dreadful Roar; 
ws * When 
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When Auſter joins the wat ty War, 
And Billows laſh the trembling Shore. 


Europa was as bold as you. | 
When ſweeteſt Flow'rs ſhe ſtray d to cull, © 

Wove for her Nymphs the Garlands due. 
And tamely rode the treach rous Bull: 


But quickly own'd her pale Affright, 
When rapt by rolling Monſters Sides, 


She only ſaw in Dead of Night 


The Gleam of Stars, and foaming Tides. 


Soon as ſhe touch'd the Cretan Coaſt, 
Crete for an hundred Cities fam'd ; N 
O Father, Virtue, Daughter loſt! * 
Alas! the raving · Maid exclaim d. 


Whence or where am I? Death alone 


Were too ſmall Puniſhment for mee 
77 | But 
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But have I the foul Action done 
Awake ?-—-or ſleeping am I free? 


Is it a wild Deluſion come 
From Hell to turn a Virgin's Brain? 

Ah no!---Ah | had I not at home | 
Better pick'd Flow'rs than croſs'd the Main? 


Oh! that the wicked Bull was here, 
That once I loy'd, but now deteſt; 

I'd break his tow'ring Horns ;---I'd tear 
Him Limb from Limb, perfidious Beaſt ! 


Impudent Strumpet, thus to loſe 
My Fame and Country at a time, 
I wou'd not live ;---ye Gods, I chuſe 
To feed fierce Lions for my Crime: 


Come Lions, Tygers, on me ff... 


Ser anne: W 
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Eer my pale meagre Chetks deny 
The luſcious Moiſture to yout Prey. 


B 
Al 


But Wretch to ſuffer why fo flow ? 
Thy injur' Sire demands thy Breath; 
Oer yonder Tree thy Girdle throw, 


Or, if yon Rocks beneath thee pleaſe, 
Well-ſharpen'd for a fatal Wound; 
Precipitate thy ſelf on theſe, 
Born by the Storm to the Profound. 


Die, quickly die, unleſs thy Soul 
Thy Royal Soul can condeſcend 
To ply a foreign Miſtreſs Wool, 
And on her Hbsband's Bed attend, 


While raging this ſhe poke her Wor, 
Sly Venus tieiicherouſly finil'd ; 


1 
22 


And 
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And Cupid with his ſlacken d Bow 
Stood titt ring at the Nymph beguil'd: 


At length the Goddeſs gently ſaid, 
q I've laugh'd enough and you complain'd ; 
Come, let your Paſſion be allay'd, 

--- The wicked Bull's at your Command: 


Miſtaken Fair, - thoſe Sobs reſtrain, 
"Twas Jove that with you play'd the Game; 
Learn your great Fortune to ſuſtain ; | 99 
Lo! half the Weſt aſſumes your Name. 


1 
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0 DE XXVIIL 
To. LHD E. 


aw, Lyde, draw thy choice Champain, 


The muſty Jarr come let us drain, 
Storm dull Philoſophy with Joy, W 


And all Severity deſtroy. 

How can we better Honours pay 
On liquid Neptum's feſtal Day ? 

See, ſee the Sun from Noon decline, 


And yet you ceaſe to fetch your Wine: 


You ceaſe as if the Day ſtood Rill 
With gen rous Hand the Bowl to fill : 
Haſte, haſte, and in alternate Strain 


We'll ſing the Guardians of the Main; 


Our Hymns to Father Neptune raiſe, 
And ev'ry Sea-green Goddeſs praiſe. 
Jou on your bended Lyre ſhall play, 
Aud grace Latona with a Lay; 


Shall 


ft 
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Shall Cynthia's Silver Bow reſoundy 

But Venus ſtill be moſt renown'd ; 

The Queen that drawn by Cygnets rides, 

O'er Cnidas lovely Seats preſides, | 
Protects the bright Ægean Ifles, 

And viſits Paphos with her Smiles. 

With Praiſe of Night your Songs ſhall end a 
To Love and Jollity a Friend, | 


O DE XXX. 


Ong have J kept a Cask of mellow Wine, 
For you, dear Knight of noble Tuſcan Line; 
My roſy Crowns have long their Odours ſhed, 
And Oil been dropping for your Head. | 


0 3 Come, 
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Come, come without Delay to Proſpects new; 

Nor lovely Tibur's Streams for ever view, 

The ſteepy Fields of Efula, and Town 
High-built by C:rce's murd'rous Son: 


Cloy'd with Abundance all your Store deſpite, 

And mighty Caſtles tow'ring to the Skies; 

Ceaſe to be fond of Rome's tumultuous Joys, 
Its Smoke, its Riches, and its Noiſe. 


Variety delights the Rich and Great : 

Oft wholeſome Viands in a mean Retreat, 

Where Tap'ſtry never waves, nor Purple glows, 
Have ſooth'd their Cares to ſweet Repoſe. 


Lo! now Andromeds's refulgent Sire 
Fierce from the North diſplays his riſing Fire; 
The Rage of Leo now and Procyon reigns, 
And lofty Phebus burns the Plains. 
Now 


B. 
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Now under Shades by cooling Riylats Sides 
His languid Flock the fainting Shepherd hides; 
Stretch'd on the Bank beneath the thickeſt Trees 
He hopes in vain the fanning Breeze. 


The Roman Strength and Glory is your Care, 

For Rome alas, follicitous you fear, 

What Miſchiets diſtant Nations may propaſe 
The Indian, Bactrian, Scythian Foes, 


Future Events the prudent Paw'r on high 

Has wrapt in Clouds, and hid from buman Eye; 

He laughs from Heav'n, when buſy Men are tound 
Anxious to pry beyond their Bound, 


2 


| ö Enjoy the Bliſs the preſent Hours beſtow, 

N Your future Age muſt like the Torrent flow, 
That now within the Channel gently glides, 
Now rages o'er its flooded Sides; 

Q 4  Sweepe 
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Sweeps craſhgng Trees and Heaps of Cattle ſlain, 


And Rocks and Houſes tumbles to the Main; N 


Struck with the Din reſponſive Mountains _ \ 
And roar. the . Woods around. 


Bleſt Maſter of him, that thus can ſay, 

Enough great Fove, that I have liv'd To- day; 

Whether To-morrow low'r, or brightly ſnine, 
Shall now be no Concern of mine. 


* Still does his Soul contentedly remain, 
Nor call the fleeting Moments back again; 
Ne'er wills the Maze of Life to tread anew, 


Or former Deings to unde. wizas. 
Fortune 
2 "ih $4 4.4) 4 | | : _"_ 6 SS 
What has been thus enjoy' muſt Rill remain, —— a 
Paſt Pleaſure i is unalienable Gain ; : | 


Backwards to call and ſpoil a Happy Hour 
Ts &en beyond Almighty Pow'r. 
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Fortune that jogs, when ruin d Wretches grieve, 
Conſtant to change, and certain to deceive, 
Unſettled Honours careleſsly beſtows 

To me, to theſe, and then to thoſe. 


I praiſe her Stay, but if ſhe fly malign, 

Lo! all her Gifts I'll readily reſign ; 

Involve my ſelf in Virtue, ſtill the ſame, 
Nor think my honeſt Want a Shame, 


When ſtormy Auſter bellows in the Sail, 


Is it c er mine to tremble, pray and wail, 
To make large Vows my coſtly Wares to keep 
Secure from the devouring Deep? 


No, in my Skiff I unconcern'd can ride 

Oer the huge Surges of the wrecking Tide, 

Bleſt as when Pollux ſhines, and Zephyr blows . 
And in a Tempeſt find Repoſe. 


ODE 


— 
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OD E XXX. 


"INE is a Monument, will far ſurpaſs 

The Age of thoſe that ſtand in ſolid Bra; 
That eminently tow'ring to the Skies I. 
In Height the royal Pyramids outvies. 


The Porce of boiſt'rous Winds and mould'rin g 
* 


Years after Years, an everlaſting Train, 
Shall ne'er deſtroy the Glory of my Name, 
Still ſhall I ſhine in Verſe and live in Fame; 
Here Libitina ſhall her Pow'r reſign, 


And own me in the better Part divine. 
| Whilſt to the Capie / the Prieſts aſcend, 


And filent Maids on ſacred Flames attend; 


In Praiſe I ſtill ſhall flouriſh more and more, 


Where rapid Aud thunders to the Shore, 
Where Daunus rul'd Apulid sthirſty Ground, 
Een in my Native Coaſt a Bard renown'd. 


. This 
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This is the Man, the wond'ring Swains ſhall cry, 
That by his Genius roſe ſupremely high ; 

The firſt in Rome that tun'd th Zohan String, 
Of Lyric Verſe the Author and the King: 
Learn, tuneful Muſe, thy Excellence to know ; 
The decent Pride, that ſuits thy Merits, ſhow : 
Wreath, for me, wreath Apollo's ſacred Boughs, 
And let th' immortal Honours grace my Brows. 


The FourTu Boos. 
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HAT, V enus, now fs freſh Ales? 


F . C art thou thy Bard to long- 
AZ [negleed Arms? 


0 ſpare me, ſpare, I'm not the 
[ ſame, 
As when kind Cyn ra was my ruling Flame. 


Deſiſt 
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| Y "Devi n Breaſt to move, 4 
li] Than cre Mother of ch churning Low 
Dull rigid Fifty O refrain 
To warm and ſoſten to thy wanton Reign. 
Haſte thither, Goddeſs, haſte away, 


The 


| Where tor thy Preſence youthful Lovers pray; | 
To theſe more ſeafonably. fly A 
Drawn by thy ſhining Cygnets through the Sky. , ] 
Wou d you a proper Heart enſnare? 1, 


Explore the Houſe of Paul, and revel there ; 
He's noble, beautifully young, 


And bravely pleads for Romans griev'd with 
[Wrong ; 


Skilrd in each Art of am'rous War 
He'll bear the blazing Flags of Love afar ; 
And when the conquer'd Fair he gains, 
And laughs at all his Rival's Gifts and Pains, 
- You'll on o'er Alas Lake be ſeen . ( // 
Beneath the Citron Roof a Marble Queen's b a 


There 


. 
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There od rous Clouds ſhall greet your Smell, 
And all the rhingled Sweets of Rapture dwell: ” 
The Phrygian Horn, the Pipe, the Lyte 

Grateful to touch your tender Ear conſpire; 
There Boys and Girls ſhall twice a Day 
Before you fing the laudatory Lay ; 
Shake their fair Feet, and at your Shrine 
Dance like the Prieſts of Mars at * divine, | 
Me neither Sex can now delight, 
Nor flatt'ring Hopes of mutual Love invite; 
I care not to contend at Wine, 


Nor 7 71 my Head the new- blown Flow rets 


[twine, 
But why, why trickle down, alas! 
Theſe ſcatterd Drops of Sorrow on my Face? 
Why once with eaſy Rhet'ric hung N 
In broken Accents trips my fault ring Tongue ? 
Ah Lig'rine, yet with Love poſſeſtt 
In dreams I catch and hug you to my Breaſt ; 


You 


T7. 
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Jou quickly bid my Arms adieu, | 
Ichro the martial Field and rolling Floods purſue. Or 
| | | DT No 3. 
| W ( 
O D E IL 


To ANTONIUS FULUS. | *© 
ndar whoe er attempts to emulate | E 
Muſt, Julus, meet raſh Icarus's F ate ; : 
Who dar'd his Father's Plumes to try, © | 
And ſoaring near the Solar Flame, 
Soon tumbled headlong from the Sky, 
And gave the glafſy Main his Name. 


As down the Hills a Flood with foamy Sweep 

— 188 * runs thund'ring to the 
Deep, 
Thus 3 2 with Voice profound 
| Rolls with impetuous Rage away, 

_ Deſpiſes Meaſure, Rule and Bound, 

And juſtly claims Apollus Bay. 
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Or wild and daring when he pours along 


Fraught with new Sounds of Words the Dithy- 
[rambic Song; 


Or ſpeaks of Gods in pompous Strain 
With Kings their Offspring, and diſplays 
By theſe the Centaurs juſtly ſlain, 
And dire Chimæra's conquer'd Blaze: 
| . 
Or ſings the Victors that at Elis ſhine, 
Come only Men, but go as Pow'rs divine; 
When raptur'd with their Palm and Crown 
He bears his Heroes from the Field, 
And gives more durable Renown 
Than what a thouſand Statues yield : 


Or when the Husband loſt in blooming Years 
He and drowns the Widow's Breaſt with 
. [ Tears; 
Or when the Valiant, Great and Good 
Are led illuſtrious to the Skies, | 
P Snatch'd 


- 
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Snatch'd from the dull Letbæan Flood; 


He wins from ev'ry Bard the Prize. 


The Breath of mighty Winds confpires to bear 
The Swan of Dirce up the Fields of Air; 
Above the Clouds, Antonius, He 
High-tow'ring ſoars beyond our Sight; 
I feeble, liKt a Matin Bee, 
Muſt take a humble, narrow Flight. 


From Thyme to Thyme as ſhe induſtrious roves, F 
Or viſits Tibur's Banks or blooming Groves, 
And gathers buzzing as ſhe goes 
A little Store with mighty Pains, | 

| $01, poor Bard, alas! compoſe 
With Labour hard my trifling Strains, 


i 
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You nobler far ſhall ſtrike a fuller String, 
In loftier Lays triumphant Ceſar ſing ; | 
a | When j 
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When he with Laurels juſtly crown'd 
Shall up the ſacred Hill his Car 
Drive with the fierce Sicambrians bound, 
And all the glorious Spoils of War, 


Than him the Fates and gracious Gods can ſhow 
No ampler Bleſſing to the World below; 
Nought have we ſeen in Arg's paſt 
More Great, more Good ; nor ſhall behold, 
Tho' Saturn's Reign return at.laſt, 
And bloom a ſecond Age of Gold. 


You ſhall deſcribe Rome's Tranſport in your Lays, 
Its public Games, and joyous feſtal Days ; 
From noiſy Strife the Forum clear, 
As huſh'd in Peace the martial Plain, 
When ſmiling Gods our Voice ſhall hear, 
And with Auguſtus bleſs again. 


* 
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If I deſerving Caeſar's Ear can ang, 


LS. 4. 4.7 
_ 


My Voice, my feeble Voice her Part ſhall bring; | 

Inſpir'd with Joy I'll thus begin, 
O Sun! O happy Sun for Rome, 

Ne'er did'ſt thou yet ſo brightly ſhine, 
As when thou lighted'ſt Cz/ar home. 
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Jo Triumphe ! as He rides, we'll cry, 
Loud univerſal Shouts ſhall ſhake the Sky; 
Jo Triumphe ! oer and o er 
Millions like Thunder ſhall reſound, 
Shall Cz/ar's Guardian Gods adore, 
And bid rich Odours roll around. 


Twenty large Kine ſhall pay your gen'rous Vows, | 
Ten Bulls ſhall ſmoke, and ten ſelected Cows ; 
For me a Calf juſt wean'd be ſlain ; 

A tender Calf I only owe, 
That frisks it o'er the graſſy Plain, 
And for the Altar joys to grow. 
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As the new Moon the third revolving Night, 
Gleams from the Sky with riſing Horns of Light; 
Thus from his budding Brows are ſeen 
Their ſpreading Ornaments to dart, 
Grac'd with a Star of White between, 
But fallow ev'ry other Part. 


o D E II. 
To M E L PO M E N E. 


HE Man on whom the Muſe has ſmil'd 
When born, and bleſt the fav'rite Child, 
In hardy Deeds ſhall ne'er delight, 

The Games of Greece, or bloody Fight ; 

Shall ne'er immortal Glory gain 

By Labours on the 1thmian Plain, 

Nor in his Car illuftrious ride 

With all a Hero's ſtately Pride ; 

73 Nel er 
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Ne'er boldly in the Field engage, 
And cruſh a threat ning Tyrant's Rage ; ; 
Then to the Capitol renown'd | 
Aſcend with conqu'ring Laurels crown'd ; | 1 
But where ſoft purling Riv lets glide N N It 
By pleaſing T:bur's fertile Side; | | f Be 
Or where thick Groves their Shades diſplay, | 
Shall fit at eaſe and tune his Lay ; 
Here ſhall he feel Poetic Fire, 
Here riſe great Maſter of the Lyre. 
The Sons of Rome, Imperial Dame, 
Deign with their Bards to place my Name, 
To join me with the ſacred Throng, 
That charm the Soul with heavenly Song : 
Thus am I born in Rapture high, 
Nor come the Shafts of Envy nigh. 
O thou that ſweetly tun'ſt the String, 
And giv'ſt the golden Shell to ring, 
Thou that the Fiſhes' filent Train 
Can'ſt teach the Swan's mellifluous Strain; 

| All, 
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All, all, to thee, my Muſe, I owe, 


From thee my Fame and Honour flow, 
That pointing Romans whiſper, - See 
« Our Lyric Poet, this is He! 

If yet I pleaſe, O Maid Divine, 

Both that I ſing and pleaſe is thine, 


ODE 


On - DR U ES 


UST as the Eagle Bird of fov'reign Fove, 


To bear the Thunder from his Throne 
decreed, 


And rule the Flocks that thro the Welkin rove, 
For faithful Care of beauteous Ganymede; 


When vernal Zepbyrs breathe, and Storms are o'er, 
Forth from his Neſt with native Vigour ſprings, 
Flutters half-fledg'd at firſt, and learns to ſoar, 


Trembling as yet on unexperienc'd Wings : 
P 4 Till 
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Till bolder now and more confirm'd by Age, 

Down on the Fold he darts with hoſtile Rage; 

Then on reluctant Dragons tries his Might, 
stung with the Love of Carnage and of Fight: 


Or as intent on her luxuriant Food 

The tim'rous Goat a growing Lion ſpies, ö 

Starts off ſurpriz d, but quickly with her Blood 4 
The new-wean'd Monarch of the Wood ſup- | 

| [plies : 

Thus by the lofty Alps young Druſus warr' d, 
With riſing Valour pouring on amain ; 

The Rhztians thus lay conquer'd by his Sword, 
And thus the fierce Vindelici were lain :. 

Whence came the antient Cuſtom in their Land 

With Amazoman Ax to arm their Hand, 

I ne'er enquir'd, nor ſhall pretend to ſhow ; 

All things dull Mortals were not made to know. 


But 
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But Axes nought avail'd ;---no Arms cou'd fave; 


They ſunk, they fell before the matchleſs 


| [Youth ; 
He skill'd in Counſel, as in Battle brave, | 


Taught the long-ViRors this important Truth, 
How active Minds and gen'rous Spirits thrive | 
When happy Education is their Share, 
To what great Deeds the Nero's can arrive 
Beneath Auguſtus wiſe paternal Care. 


Their Like, tis true, ſprings from the Brave and 
[Good, 
The Bull, the Horſe confeſs their Parents' Blood, 
Fierce Eagles ne er the tim'rous Doves beget ; 
But to compleat, there's ſomething wanting yet. 


'Tis Learning and Good-manners, that combin'd 


Improve the Genius and confirm the Breaſt ; 


Where theſe are wanting, Vice o'er-ſpreads the 
[Mind, 


And ſinks to Shame the Natures of the beſt : 
O Rome 
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O Rome, to former Nero's rightly bred, 

Witneſs the Flood Metaurus what is due; 
Witneſs dire Aſdrubal's diflever'd Head, 

Witneſs the Day that blaz'd on Trophies new; 
The firſt that darken d Latium bleſt with Light, 
Whilſt the fierce Afric Gen'ral urg'd the Fight, 


From Town to Town ruſh'd with deſtructive 
[Sweep, 


Like F lames on Woods, or Eurus on the Deep. 


Hence by degrees the barb'rous Foe decay d, 
And riſing Romans in their Counſels found 
Joyful Succeſs, ſuperiour Strength diſplay'd, 


And when ey fought were ſtill with Vi&'ry 
[crown'd : 


Now!3 in the Temples, by the plund'ring Hand 
Of impious Carthage ſpoil'd, the Gods _ 
Kind to avenge their injur'd Country ſtand ;_ , 
And treach'rous Hannibal thus ſpoke his Pain : 
« 'Like Deer we ſtrive rapacious Wolves to fray, 
And follow only to become a Prey; 


Fools 
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Fools after thoſe. with eager Haſte we run 


'Twere greater Triumph to deceive and ſhun, 


The valiant Race that from their Lion loſt 
Wide o'er the Seas by adverſe Tempeſts caſt, 
Were brought at length to deſtin'd Latium!s Coaſt, 


And there their Gods, their Sires and Children 
[plac'd ; 
As the ſtrong Oak amidſt the ſpreading Grove 


Defies the Ax, and riſes by its Scars, 
Thus mock at Loſſes, by their Wounds improve, 


And draw ow Strength and Courage from 
[their Wars: 


With ſuch new Force the Hydra ne'er aroſe 

At vext Alcides' iterated Blows ; 

With ſuch nor Thebes nor Colcbi's Dragon lain, 
Whoſe ſcatter'd Teeth ſprung Armies on the 12 


Plunge them beneath the Deep, they'll riſe more 
[bright ; 


Engage, they'll g gain the Glory to their Side; 
| I 
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It Speer oſt, they'll quell the Conqu'ror's 


[Might, 
And make the Song of their triumphant Bride. 
Il ſend my proud Ambaſſadors no more 


To Cartbage now, for all our H opes are fled, 


The dreaded Glory of our Name is oer; 
Ah! what Succeſs fince Aſdrubal is dead |! 


There's nought but what the Claudians will effect, 


Whom ſmiling Fove rejoices to protect, 
Whoſe Conduct and Sagacity can clear 
Thro all the Straits and Stratagems of War. 


n = — 
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ODE V. 


To ff UG U S 9 
Avrite of "a beſt Guardian of ourLand, 


Too long! in barb'rous Nations you com- 
[mand ; 


You told your Senate of a ſhorter Stay ; 


Quickly, O quickly come away, 
Sia | Come, 
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Come, from thy People gloomy Sorrow chaſe, 
And on us lift the Brightneſs of thy Face 
Pleas'd as in Spring we gladden at thy Sight, 

And Suns proceed with livelier Light. 


= | 


As, when rough Winds the lovely Youth detain 

Wich adverſe Blaſts beyond the ſpacious Main, 

And too long ſever'd from his Country dear, i 
He ſtays alas! beyond his Year, 


With Pray'rs and Vows his Mother tries the Skies, 
And views the Ocean with inceſſant Eyes; 

3 Thus with ſincere Affection loyal Rome 

Calls for her Bliſs, her Cæſʒar home. 


Safe o'er our plenteous Fields the Cattle rove, 


Ceres our Crops, and Fauſtity improve, 
In Peace the buſy Ships import their Gain, 
And Honour thrives without a Stain. 


No 
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Ne virtuous Houſe is with Adult ry ſoul d. 

Cuſtom and Law have flagrant Vice controul'd ; | 

Sons like her Spouſe the Bride with Glory ſhews, f 
And Juſtice ev ry Crime purſues. 


Who now the Parthians or the Scythians dread, 
Or thoſe that horrid Germany has bred? 

Who value now the Wars of barb'rous Spain, 
While Cz/er ſafely holds his Reign? 


Each in his Field the Day ſecurely ſpends, — | 
And round the widow'd Trees the Tendrels bends; | 
Hence homeward travels, there regales with Wine, 


2 
Y 


And joyous owns thy Pow'r divine. : 


To Thee Libations makes, to Thee he prays, 

And with his Lares equal Worſhip pays ; 

As Caftor and Alcides are ador d 1 855 
By Greece, ſo Rome adores her Lord. 


That 
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That * Thou * of Heroes, long may'ſt 

| [ſtand 
The Peace, the Joy, and Glory of thy Land; 
This, with the riſing, and the ſetting Day, 


Sober or mellow, This we pray. 


Q.D E.. FL 


To APOLLO and DIANA 


HOU God, who all the Offspring flew 
Of Niobe preſumptuous Pame, 


Whoſe vengetul Fury Tityus knew, 8 


And rued the Madneſ of his Flame : 


Achilles juſt with Vit ry bleſt, 
(Sad Lion finking 1 to the Ground,) 
In Fight ſuperior to the reſt, _ 
Was conquer” d by thy fatal Wound. 


Ah! 


N — 
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Ah! what avail'd the haughty Boy 


R 
His Mother Goddeſs of the Main, 
That once he ſhook the Towers of Troy, my B 
And fought the Terror of the Plain? 
As by the cating Ax the Pine, * ; F 
Or by the Wind the Cypreſs fall, 
Thus fell the Hero's Limbs divine a 
| Wide-ſtretch'd beneath the Trojan Walls. 

He, had he liv'd, had never deign'd J 
Within the hollow Steed to go, | 
The ſacred Rites of Pallas feign'd, +. s 
And caught with pious Guile his Foe; N 
Their Troops in ill- tim d Mirth employ d | F 

And unprepar'd had ne er ſurpriz d, 
- Or Courtiers at a Ball deſtroy'd, B 
But done his Bus neſs undiſguis d; | 


Ruſh'd 


, * - 
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Ruſh'd on the Town with open Rage 
And ſtorm'd it in the Face of Day; 
Burnt Children yet'of infant Age, 
Burnt em as in the Womb they lay: 
Had not the Pow'r that Nature ſways 
Been mov'd by Venus and by Thee, 
And giv'n the Goddeſs Son to raiſe 


z 
A luckier Empire o'er the Sea, 


Inſtructor of the tuneful Nine 1 Þ 7 
That bath'ſt thy Hair in Xanthus Flood, 
Still bid th' Talian Muſes ſhine, Oo ne 7 


Harmonious, ever-blooming God. 


Phebus my Genius firſt inſpir d. 
Pbæbus has taught the Art to ſing 


By him I riſe a Bard admit d. 
Ye youthful Train attend my String 
„n . Care 
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Care of the Pow'r that takes delight 
The flying Lynx and Deer to kill, 
Illuſtrious Boys and Girls, aright 


Obſerve the Motion of my Quill, N 7 
Sõlemnly ſing Latona's Son, 1 
Sing her that ſilvers Night's dull Face, C 
To riſing Fruits propitious Moon, 17 
That brings the fleeting Months apace. 1 

| A 

Each Nymph become a wedded Dame 3” 
Shall ſay with Pride in future Days, = 
When round the rolling Cent'ry came, | A 
I join d to fing the feſtal Lays ; | f N 
i Se 

The Lays, that from our Virgin Throng T 
The ſmiling Gods delighted heard, vet A 
Compil'd by Horace $kill'd in Song, Wi T 
And ſet to Muſick by the Bard. = 7 

| | | 


ODE 
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Oo DE VI. 
To TORQUATUS. 


H E Snows are gone, the Fields again look 
5 [green, 


Their leafy Honours on the Trees are ſeen ; 

O'er the glad Earth a joyful Change is found, 
And finking Rivers roll within their Bound ; 
The Nymphs and Graces join the beauteous Train, 
And dare to dance all naked on the Plain. 

The Whirl of Time, each Year and Hour can ſhow 
There's nought immortal in the World below: 
At vernal Airs cold Winter melts away, 

] Now Summer burns, but Summer muſt decay; 
soon the ripe Fruit luxuriant Autumn yields, 
Then ſluggiſh Winter binds again the Fields. 

A few revolving Moons can ſoon repair 

The Want of Phebus, and revive the Year, - 
But we when in the Grave we lay our Head, 


And fly below, where all the Great are fled, 
Q 2 Devout 
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Devout /Eneas, Tullius, Ancus lies, 

Are Duſt and Shade, that never can ariſe. 
Death is uncertain too, the Pow'rs divine 
May call us hence before To-morrow ſhine ; 
Indulge thy Genius then To-day, nor fear 
To cheat the greedy Fingers of thy Heir : 
When Minos has his ſolemn Sentence paſs d, 
And thee in proper Confines juſtly plac'd, 


Manlius, no gen'rous Blood can free from thence, 


No Piety, or Force of Eloquence. 

The Goddeſs Dian from th infernal Rei gn 
Can ne'er her chaſt Hippolitus regain: 
Theſeus great Hero never can divide 


Th' enchanted Bands, with which his Friend is 
ya. [4 
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O D E VIII, 


To MARTIUS CENSORINUS. 


ERE I poſleſt of mighty Store, 
None ſhou'd preſent. his Friends with 


more; 


I'd give em Plate of curious Mould, 

I'd give 'em, Martius, Cups of Gold, 
And add the Tripads once decreed 

To Heroes for a valiant Deed. 

Had I the Pieces to impart 

Of Scopas or Parrhaſius' Art, 

This ſhady Calaurs skill'd to place, 
And from the Canvas fwell the Face 
And that on Stone a Life to throw, 
And bid the Eyes in Marble glow ; 
Whether a Man were the Deſign 
Or Glories of a Pow'r divine 

Theſe wou'd I give, and 'tis your Due, 
None ſhou'd have more of them than you: 


Q 3 But 


"0 
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But Theſe twas ne er my Lot to have, 

And Theſe you neither want nor crave; 

Such Furniture and curious Sights 

Vield you, I know, but ſmall Delights; 
Verſes you chuſe ---- I can produce 
Some Rhymes, and ſhow their Worth and Uſe. 
Not Statues built in publick Ways 

Inſcrib'd with Characters of Praiſe, 

Which after Death remaining give 

Illuſtrious Chiefs to breathe and live; 

Not threat' ning Hannibal diſdain'd, 

Repuls d, and hurried from the Land, 

Nor Flames of \Carthage, impious Town, 

Its mighty Victor s high Renown | 
(Its Victor, who his Title owes 

To Conqueſt o'er the Libyan Foes) 
Can in a nobler Light diſplay 

Than, Muſes, your immortal Lay. 
It learned Pens ſhou'd filent lie 
The glorious Name muſt quickly die, 
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Virtue its Privilege geſign, 

Nor thro! ſucceeding Ages ſhine, 

What more than Duſt of common Men 
Had Romulus and Jia been, 

If dark Oblivion's envious Night 


Had veil'd their Merits from our Sight ? 


From Hell the mighty Poets bring 

The Souls they favour and they ſing, 

And plant them far from Stygian Glooms 
Where Bliſs and Beauty ever blooms. 
The Man that truly merits Praiſe 

The Muſe makes ſacred with her Laye, 
With pow'rful Voice forbids to die, 
And lifts in Glory to the Sky. 


Thus brave Alcides ſits above 


Amidſt the Gods at Feaſts of Nove; 


Thus Leda's T'wins with profp'rous Flame 
Look down from Heav'n's high-yaulted Frame, 


Save from the Burſting of the Tide 
And give the ſhatter'd Ships to glide ; 
Q4 


Thus 


231 


— — — 
= XZ 
33 
— 


d ' — — —— — > — — 
Co — r * 2 —— mY > ea 


— 2 — 
Tom _ - 
— 
wy = — —_ 

E =" 


—— — = 


232 The O DES. Book IV. 
Thus Bacchus with the verdant Boughs 


Pluckt from the Vine adorns his Brows, 0 
And adds a Bleſſing to our Vows. 4 
* — — — — 
H 
ODE IK 
. 
Hink not the Verſe will e er decay 
That I Apulian Poet ſing, 
'The Verſe that in uncommon Way 


Runs fitted to the warbling String. 


High on his Throne tho' Homer reigns, 
Still Pindar and the Cean Bard, 

The bold Alcæus threat ning Strains, 
And grave Stefich'rus Notes are heard. 


Nor 


A 
. 
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Nor what Anacreon gayly play'd 

Does yet by Length of Time expire, 
The Ardours of the Lesbian Maid 

Still breathe and live upon the Lyre. 


Helen was not the only Dame 
That wanton Treſſes cou'd engage, 


Or Robes bedawb'd with Gold enflame, 
Fine Slaves and Royal Equipage, 


Troy more than once attack'd by Foes 
Has felt the Storm and Rage of Fight, 
And many knew, e'er Teuger roſe, 


To draw the twanging Bow aright : 


Twas not alone the King of Crete 
That to the War undaunted came, 
Or Sthenelus that cou'd defeat, 
And for his Conduct merit Fame. 


Not 
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Not Hector firſt unſhaken ſtood 
And bore the Battle on his Shield, 
Nor ſpilt Deipbobus his Blood 7 
Firſt for his Country in the Field. 


A thouſand Hero's had their Birth 
Before Atrides famous Days, 

But ſleep alas! conceal'd in Earth 
Becauſe they want immortal Lays. 


| Virtue that lies obſcur'd from Sight 

And Indolence is near the fame ; 
I'll fet thee, Lollius, in the Light, 
And with my Verſe embalm thy Name. 


What, ſhall thoſe noble Deeds of Thine, 
Thoſe Labours in Oblivion lie ? 

No, ſpite of Envy they ſhall ſhine 
With Glory that ſhall never die, 


RR 
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Thou ſure art truly great and wiſe, 
Thou always keep'ſt an equal Mind, 

Howe'er the World may fall or riſe, 
Be Fortune proſp'rous or unkind. 


Thou guileful Av rice can'f not bear, 
Potent to ſhun all-anſw'ring Gain; 
Thou more than Conful for a Year 


Hold'ſ o'er thy ſelf perpetual Reign. 


When in thy Judgment's lifted Scales 

: Honour and Int'reſt both are plac'd, 

N Still Conſcience o'er thy Soul prevails, 
And makes the firſt outweigh the laſt. 


Thou ſeorn'ſt the Villain's offer d Gold 
Still bravely faithful to thy Truſt, 
Prefling thro' Numbers that with-hold 

A Victor obſtinately juſt. 
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The Rich are falſely ſtir d the Bleſt ; 
Better by far the Name is giv'n 

To him that wiſely lives at Reſt, 

And knows to uſe the Gifts of Heav'n; 


That knows the Straits of Want to bear, 
And dreads Injuſtice worſe than Death, 
That can, unmov'd by ſervile Fear, 
For Friends or Country yield his Breath. 


1 . 
To LIGURIN E. 
Avour'd by Venus yet, and fit for Love 
Why wilt thou cruel to thy Horace prove? 
At length thy boaſted Glories wil decay, 
And ſteal pnſcen on Wings of Age away. 
That Hair will fall that o'er thy Shoulders flows, 


* languiſh on * Cheeks the lively Roſe; 
Roughneſs 
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Roughneſs and Wrinkles dwell upon thy Face, 
Sully each Charm, and darken ev'ry Grace: , Fe 
Oft as in ſome clear Mirrour thou ſhalt ſpy 
The diſmal Change, thus weeping wilt thou cry, 
Fool that I was, to uſe ſuch coy Diſdain, 

O that I cou'd my blooming Charms regain ! 


* 
7 
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O DE X. 
To HTH 


Ome, charming Phyllis, be my Gueſt, 
Hear what I have in Store, 

A Cask of pleaſant Alban Wine 

Of nine Years old and more. 


Plenty of wholeſome Herbs and Greens 
You'll in my Garden find, 

Much Parſley there and Ivy grows 

Tour gloſſy Locks to bind, 
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My Parlour's clean, my Plates, my Cups 
Like Silver glitter round, 
My Altar claims a Lambkin's Blood 


With Vervain neatly crown'd. 


Each hurries to prepare the Feaſt, 
Boys, Girls, Cooks, Scullions ſwarm, | 
My Kitchen flames and ſmokes amain, 
And all my Houſe is warm. 


But why ſuch great ado, you ask, 
Now of all Days befides? 

This, fair one, is the glorious Day, 
That Venus Month divides. 


This happy Morn Mzcenas firſt 
His profp'rons Life begun, 

A Birth-day more to be obferv'd . 
By Horace than his own: 


Your 
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Your haughty Telephus deſpiſe, 
He treats you with Diſdain, 
Is Captive to a wealthier Laſs 
. And hugs the Wanton's Chain. 
? | 
J The Fall of flaming Phaethon ; 
His Ruin from the Sky, 
That rode th' indignant Muſes Steed, 
Y Say---Never ſoar too high. 


Converſe within your proper Sphere, [ 
Shun the ſuperior ſtill; | 
And think ambitious Avarice | i | 
The moſt deſtructive Ill. 0 


Come laſt of all my wanton Loves 

With humble Me remain, 

(For, Phyllis, after thee, I ſwear 
Fl never love again.) 
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Tune chearful Songs, with charming Voice 
Our feſtal Pleaſures raiſe; 
Beſt are the gloomy: Cares of Life 
Diſpelbd by ſprightly Layͤ ess. 


ODE * 


To VIR GI 120 
OW „ proceeds, and ſoft attendant 
-- [Gales 
Smooth the rough Sea, and drive the hoiſted Sails, 
The Meads diſſolve, the Rivers gently flow, 
And ceaſe to ſwell with wintry Snow,” © - 


The Swallow builds, ' unhappy Bird, her Neſt, 
Still deeply groaning from her penſive Breaſt, 
Becauſe ſhe ill aveng d (eternal Shame!) | 

The barb'rous King's unnat ral Flame. 


* Whilſt 


1 


FE | 

Whilſt their ſleek Flocks in plenteousPaſturesfeed, 

The joyous Shepherds tune their ſprightly Reed, 

And ſooth Arcadian Pan, the God that loves 
The Care of Sheep, and ſhady Groves. 


My Virgil, whom illuſtrious Patrons grace, 
The ſcorching Seaſon claims a moiſt 'ning Glaſs; 
But if to quaff my Liquor you deſign, 

You muſt bring Spikenard for your Wine : 


For one ſmall Box of Spikenard ſhall be brought 


A well-fill'd Barrel from the Merchant's Vault, 
Large to beſtow a Med'cine for Deſpair, | 
And end the Bitterneſs of Care. 


Here if you like a pleaſant Day to ſpend, 

Haſte with your od'rous Preſent to your Friend; 

I'm poor, and cannot, like ſome wealthy Lord, 
Bathe you in Wine without Reward. 


R Drive 
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Drive all the Thoughts of Lucre from your Head, : 

And mind the diſmal Flames that burn the Dead, 

Mix jocund Mirth with Study, while you may, 

In pleaſing Follies paſs ſome Hours away, 
"Tis good in Scaſon to be gay. 


D 
O D E XIII. * 
To rid ; 
AV Pray rs are heard, my Pray'rs are heard; ö In 
You're growing old apace, 1 
Yet wou'd be thought a Beauty ſtill = Yc 
With antiquated Face, 
Still, Thee, impudent you ape. W 
The youthy Tricks of Love, -. 7 
Drink, romp, and melt in wanton gong, Th 
1 But can't dull Cupid move: ? 


He 


4. 
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Je 


Yes SOA ares AIG. BALLS: 4 


He on the blooming Chians Cheeks | 
In dimpled Ambulh lies; 
And as ſhe ſings and plays with Art 
. Shoots Arrows from her Eyes. 


Dry wither'd Age the God diſdains; 


And haſtes from you away, 
Whoſe Teeth are black, Skin furrow'd Oer, 
And Treſſes turn'd to grey. 


In vain you toſs your ſparkling Gems, 
Your flaunting Purple ſpread ; 

You can't draw backwatd from your Date 
One ſingle Day that's fled. 


What's left alas! of her that breath'd 


Soft Love from ev'ry Part? 


That once tranſported all my Soul 


And won my raviſh'd Heart? 


R 2 Where 
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Where are thoſe charming Airs and Bluſh ? 
That Motion in the Dance? 

And happieſt next to Cyn'ra's Eyes 
To caſt the tempting Glance ? 


Kind Fate ſoon ended Cynras Sway, + ; Þ 
Nor kept her for Diſdain; 

Long as th'unlucky Raven lives 
You, Lyce, ſhall remain: 


That thus in turn the wanton Youth 
May ſcorn you, ſcornful Dame, 

And laugh to ſee the Torch burnt out, 
That ſet the Town on Flame. 


ODE 


— 1 


1 
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o DE XIV. 
To. Ae 


Reateſt of Princes, that the Solar Flame 
Thro' all the habitable World ſurveys, 
How ſhall thy Senate eternize thy Name ? 


How ſhall thy People give thee equal Praiſe ? 
What ſhining Titles can thy Merit ſhow ? 

How ſhall we write thy Glory or Record ? 
How pay the Debt of Gratitude we owe 

To Thee whoſe Virtues are above Reward ? 
Who taught'ſt the Alpine Foe thy Martial Pow r, 
And conquer dſt fayage Nations unſubdu'd before. 


Lo! bleſt by Thee, and aided by thy Band, 
Druſus their Fury more than once has quell'd, 


Barb'rous Genaunians bent to thy Command, 
And the ſwift Brenni's in his Fetters held: 


R 3 He 


He firſt their Caſtles leveld with the Ground, 


That threaten'd from the Alps tremendous 
[Height ; 


The elder Nero n next in Arms renown'd 
Soon on the bord'ring Rhetians urg d the Fight, 
Fayour'd by Thee ſoon put their Troops to Chace, 


And to their inmoſt Caverns drove the maokrone 
| Race. 


Oainſt thoſe that took the honourable Chance 
To conquer in the Field, or to expire, 

How wond'rous did the valiant Chief advance, 
With what repeated Toils and Slaughters tire ? 

As when in Clouds the Plezades ariſe, 
Impetuous Auſter o'er the Ocean blows, 

With reſtleſs Rage the foaming Billows plies, 
Unwearied thus he haraſs'd out his F oes, 

Fixt on his ſtraining Courſer pour d along, 


Plung d thro oppoſing Fires and galld the adverſe 
[Throng. 


Or 
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Or as the horned Aufid rolls its Tide 
Swift thro' the Coaſt where Daunus held his 


[Reign ; 


With roaring Deluge rages o'er its Side, 
And meditates Deſtruction to the Plain; 
Thus Claudius charg'd on Troops in Iron dreſt, 
With Rage reſiſtleſs level d with the Ground, | 


Mow'd down the Front, and ſoon the Rear - 
[pre 
Nor felt his conqu'ring Bands one fatal Wound: 


Whilſt Strength, great Cz/ar, was by Thee be- 
[{tow'd ; 


By Theethe Artsof War, and each propitious God. 


From that bleſt Day when Egyßt's Pow'r decay d, 
And Alexandria ope'd her Port to Thee, 
Her Palace empty of its Queen diſplay d, 


Ten Years have roll'd from all Misfortunes free : 


Ten Years and more we happily have found 
One Series of Succeſs ; whene'er we fought, 


R 4 Have 
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Have l return d with joyful Vi&ry crown'd, 
And won the Peace and Glory that we ſought: 


Thou bad'ſt een Fortune prove our conſtant 
| [Friend, 


Latium and Em Pre Rome propitious to defend. 


Thee the Cantabri ans, Foes ds len 
Medes, Indians, and the roving Scythian Train, 


Old Nile, that pours from hidden Springs hisStore, 


Ier and rapid Tygris own thy Reign: 
Diſtant Britannia's rough ſurrounding Tide 
Big with huge Monſters finks beneath thy Sway, 
The deſp'rate Gauls that threat ning Death deride, 
The hard Berians liſten and obey ; 


Slaught'ring Sicambrians huſh'd in Quiet throw 


Their 8 7 7 at thy Feet, and trembling Ho- 


mage ſhow. 


ODE 
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ODE . 
To AUGUSTUS. 


HE Rage of Battle when I ſtrove to ſing 


With Towns ſubdu'd and level'd with 
| [the Ground, 


Thus kind Apollo check d me on his String,--- 
Neer truſt thy Galley to the vaſt Profound. 


. 1 — Pr 


The Joys of Peace now, Cæſar, ſhall be ſung, 
And riſing Plenty ſmiling o'er the Plain; 
The Banners once in Parthian Temples hung 
' Placd in the ſacred Capitol again: | 


The brazen Gates of War thy happy Age 

Has barr'd ſecure, and baniſh'd ev'ry Vice, 
Taught Law and Order, curb'd licentious Rage, 
And giv's the Soul of honeſt Arts to riſe, 


4 


By 
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By theſe the Pow'r of Ttaly aroſe 
And Rome diſplay'd its Majeſty and Fame, 
From where the Sun in riſing Radiance glows, 
To where it hides behind the Waves its Flame. 


While Cz/ar reigns the Guardian of our State, 
No civil Tumults ſhall our Peace confound ; 
Fury, that forms the Sword, and kindles Hate 


*Twixt Realm and Realm, ſhall lie for ever 
[bound : 


The ſavage Swains that drink the ers Tide, 


Indians, and Getes, and Perſias treach'rous 
9 | Breed, 


With thoſe that ſpring from Northern Tanais Side, 
Shall keep the Laws that Cz/ar has decreed. 


We'll now on common as on facred Days 


Indulge the gen'rous Gitts of ſprightly Wine, 
| With 


5 
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With Brides and blooming Vouths in ſuppliant 


8 [Lays 
Lift Vows and Praiſes to the Pow'rs Divine : 


Next on the Lydian Flute we'll tune the Air, 
And praiſe dead Heroes as our Sires have done ; 
Sing great Anchi/es lov'd by Venus fair, 
And join the Glory of their common Son, 


* — 
— 1 
= ——— — 


EPO DH" 


To M C ENA. 


© HEN thou reſolw'ſt, Maecenas, 
[deareft F riend, 


The doubtful Fate of Battle to at- 
Itend, 


Gainſt Ships like Caſtles floating 
* the Tide 


In ſmall a Pinnaces to ride, 
Prepar'd thy Life amongſt the thickeſt Foes 
For Czfar and thy Country to expoſe. 


What 


— Jo —_—> 
— 
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Whit hall thy Hirate do, wäofe Soul i fits 
| Eonicotding Fates laftparably join; {0 
- Who Lifs erjoys with thee and thee Alone, 
© Without thes draggs uncotnfortäbly on? 

Shall I commanded reſt from Tumults free ? | 


Ah! Peace and Home have only Charms with 
[ Thee, 


IE or Wi OO Yo EIS. 


Or like a hardy Warrior ſhall bear 
With dauntleſs Soul the mighty Toils of War? 
TIl bear them all, and o'er the Alps Tl go, 
O'er Caucaſus inhoſpitable Snow; 
Thee, Thee I'll follow with unſhaken Breaſt 
E'en from the atmoſt Eaſt to utmoſt Weſt. 2, 
Yon ask what great Aſſiſtance in the F * 1 
Unwatlike, tender, feeble 1 can yidd;, 
| I can't defend you, but ſhall live when deut 
Lefs hataſs di in my Soul with anxious Fear: 
| Our Cares and Pains are doubled by Surprize, 


h 
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Thus from her Young the Parent Bird apart, 
With greater Tetrors throbs her little Heart, 
Leſt climbing Serpents in an abſent Hour 
Her unfledg'd Infants mercileſs devour ; 
Back to her Neſt with careful Haſte ſhe glides, 
And with extended Pinions fondly hides: 
Not that her Preſence can Relief beſtow, 
Ot fave one Morſel from the hifling Foe. 
This and a thouſand Wars T'd gladly prove, 
To keep youf Favour and deſerve your Love: 
I ſpeak not flatt ring to increaſe my Store, 
To make my Cattle or my Wealth the more, 
To ſee more Oxen in my Harneſs bound 


Lab ring to plougli an ampler Tract of Ground ;- 


To drive my Floek' before the Dog-ſtar feigus 
To cool Lucania from Calabria Plaing,” 


To neighb ring T Elumts exalted Side? © 
No, I am quite eontented and at Reſt 
Already by your Bounty fully bleſt : 

'Tis 


1 
1 
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iy 
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"Tis not my Wiſh, like Chremes in the Play, 
Vaſt Heaps of Treaſure in the Ground to lay, 
Or ſquander, like a Rake, in Luxury away. 


E POD E U. 


The Old Miſer's Praiſe of a Country 


Life. 


BOVE all Mortals bleſt is he, 
Who lives from Noiſe and Hurry free, 
Hid in the Country as of old 

Our Grandfires in the Age of Gold; 

That ploughs his Father's Fields alone, 
With ſturdy Oxen all his own'; 

That free from Uſury remains, | 

From Debts and Duns, and Miſer's Gains. 
He neer with Battle's dire Alarme 
Is rouz'd from Reſt to bloody Arms; 


Neer 


' © =o 
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Ne er tries the Fury of the Deep, | 
Or trembles in a found ring Ship; | 
| From tedious Plagyes of Law afar 
Ne'er hears the Jargon of the Bar; 
Or courts a haughty Patron's State, 
And fawns and cringes at his Gate. 
The peaceful Country's pleaſing Cares 
Give all the Troubles that he bears; 
Round lofty Poplars now he twines 
The Arms of marriageable Vines, 
Now lopps the Bough devoid of Fruit, 
And re-ingraffs a kindlier Shoot ; 
Or joys o'er fertile Vales to go, 
And hear his Herds harmonious low, F 
O'erlooks with Care, obſerves their Plight, 
And fattens with his frequent Sight: 
Or bids the Honey-comb produce 
Its Ne#ar, and preſerves for Uſe ; 
Or tends well-pleas'd his fleecy Breed, 
And ſheers and heals hem as they need: 
8 Or 


| 
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Or when ripe Autumm lifts his Heae 
With mellow Fruitage faithy fpread. 
How does he pluck the Pears with Glee | ' 
Himſelf adopted to their Tree, Al e DO 
Or of her Cluſters ſtrip the Vine n 

That as the brighteſt Purple thine, elt 

And offer up with libral Hane 

To Gods, the Guardians of his Land, 

To Sykoan' and Priapus ber, 


A grateful Tribute for their Carel! 
Now daily Sus neſs at an ens. 


Where ancient Oaks their Boughs diftend, 
Or tangling Graſs luxuriant grows,” Ga 

He takes his filent fweet Repoſe : 

Beſide him roll the ſhallow — my 
And chaunt the Warblers of the Woods ; 
Soft-murm'ring Rills from Fountains N 


And gently lull to pleaſing Sleeß. 90 

But when the wintty Tempeſts found,” 

Un Jove o erſpreads with Sriow rhe Ground, = 
A 5 His 


of HO RACK 259 


His faithful Pack he hollows cut, 

And o'er the Deſerts, takes his Rout; | 
On ev'ry Side the Boar beſets, 

And i deipes him foaming to his Nets z 
pringes {lily laid 

the hungry Thruſh betray d; n 
Or, ſweet Rewards for all his Pains, . fo 
The tim tous Hares, and forcigu Cranes. 
Who thus employ'd but mult forego. . 

Of Love the jealouſies and We? 

But if a Wiſe mare ebaſt than fac | 
Double his Joys, divide his Care, 
Whilſt thus her Hysband loves to roam, 
Rules well the Family at os = | 


© VE 


Burnt by the Sun 10 hardy 1 05 
As Sabine or Apulian Brides, 1 
Laborious for het Houſe provides, 
Collects a Stock of Faggats dry, 


And piles the ſacred Chimney hi; 
£374 BY S 2 Ls 
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In Folds the kindly Flocks contains, 


And of rich Milk their Udders drains, 
Then fills with Muſt the jovial Pot, 


And heaps the Board with Food unbought, 


Glad thus to cheriſh and embrace 

Her Lord come weary from the Chace ; 
'Tis his Condition I ſhou'd prize, 

And State and Luxury deſpiſe. 

Not all that in the Ocean dwell, 

The choiceſt Fiſh of Fins or Shell, 
The Scollop, Turbot, and the Scare 

A Diſh as coſtly as tis rare, 

(Then only frighten'd to our Shores 
When Eurus oer the Ocean roars) 


Not all that thro? the Welkin fail, 


The Widgeon, Pheaſant or the Rail, 
Can more my eaſy Palate bleſs 
Than a ſmall Country wholeſome Meſs ; 


Than the choice Olive fat with Oil, 


Or Sorrel pleas'd with untill'd Soil, 
out 


Of 


Than 
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Than Mallows wholeſome Phyfick found 
Of uſe to looſe the Body bound, 

Or than a Lambkin kill'd, and dreſt 

On Terminus returning Feaſt ; 


Or tender Kid, a pleafing Prey 

Snatch'd from the growling Wolf away. 
At ſuch contented Meals as theſe 

How much the Country Proſpects 3 
How ſweet, to ſee the Sheep well-fed 


Come haft ning home ward to their Bed! | 


To ſee the fainting Steers and flow 

Scarce trail along th*inverted Plow! 

See the bright Zares ſwarm with Trains 

Of feaſting Slaves and jovial Swains : 
Thus Alpbius ſpoke the Country's Praife 

The famous Us rer of his Days,” © 

Reſoly'd to lay his Tnt'reſt by, 

And ſoon the Life he prais'd to try ; 

With Haſte calls in from ev'ry Part 

The golden Idol of his'Heart; 

b 8 3 
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Let him eat Garlick: This decr eme 
The W he, "r 


SS 5+ +» ©E 


Oh Reapers Stomachs ſtrong indeed: 
On ſuch dire Meat as this to ed rt of 
With what internal Pangs poſſeſt! 
What Poiſon rages in my. Breaſt! * 


" - > 
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Am I deceiv'd, and was before 
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The Morlel ſteep'd in Vipers Go 
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Or did Canidia's Touch or Art 

The helliſn Virulence impart? 

When the firſt Sailors came from Greece 

To Colchas, for the golden Fleece, 

Medea loyd the beauteous Prince, 

And ſmear d with this for his Defence ; 

The fiery Bulls he dar'd engage 

Thus arm'd,' and bafted all their Rage, 

Their hoſtile Fierceneſs quickly broke, 

And brought them tamely 0 the Yoke : 

The Queen by Garments ting'd with this 
Aveng'd and kill'd her Husband's Mis; 
Then in her Chariot mounts the Skies 
And drawn by Wipgsof- Dragons flies. 
Ne er was the Dog-ſtar's Heat thus found: 
To ſcoreh Apulia s thirfty:Gronnd 5» 
The Gift to brave Alcides fent 1 1.0 
Cou'd ne er with greater: Rage tatment. 
Wich ſharper Flames conſume his Skin.. 
Than burns this Fire of Hell within 
Lad. S 4 May, 
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May, waggih Sir, your Miſtre6 mt. 
You thus with Scorn, when this you cat, 
Cry foh ! puſh all your Kiſſes by 
Draw off, nor all the Night come nigh. * * 


ILE slave, whoſe Sides are furrow d deep 
I With Laſhes of the Spaniſh Whip, 
Whoſe Legs by heavy Shackles less 
Marks of thy Infamy expreſs: iy; 

As Lambs and Wolves are Foes innate, - 
Such is of thee my ſettled Hate. 
What tho becauſe thy Wealth is greet 
With haughty Air thou walk the Street: 
Thy Fortune cannot change thy Kind, 

Still baſe and ſervile is thy Mind: 

See ſt thou not, as amidſt the Throng 

Thou dragg ſt thy Robe of fix Yards long, 
* = And 
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And up the ſacred Hill do'ſt go 

With Strides majeſtically flow, 

How gen'rous Romans all the way 

Point at thee, and indignant fay, 

cc This Wretch, who once was laſh'd ſo fares. 
« That the ſtron g Cryer cou'd no more, 

« A thouſand Acres plows of late 

« And rides the Appian-Way in State; 

«© Scorns Othos Laws, and Scoundrel baſe 

cc Amongſt the Roman Knights takes place ; 
At Shows and Plays ſhoves all aſide, 

« And fills the Box with ſwelling Pride. 

e What Heaps of Plunder on the Main 
our mighty Navy now muſt gain, 

4 *Gainſt Pirates fight with what Succeſs, 

« And ſervile Rebels how ſuppreſs! | 

« While this our Tribune leads the Way 

« Himſelf a Slave and Villain great as they. 
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On the Witch CANTDIA. wol 
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all the Gods, that from the Pole 


TIL” 5 
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Earth, Sea, and human. King N 4 


What means this Tump why 3 alas! .. 


T3899; oll 4. 8 


Thus fixt on me each low” ring! Face |. 
O, (it. Lucing eyer knew x 
Thee pregnant with a Burden, true) 


By thoſe dear Children of thy Bien 14, 
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'This raiply-honour'd purple. Gown, Ad he A 


I beg, I pray by vengeful HOW. * 
That muſt ſuch horrid | Acts diſprove, . 
Tell why, 90 furious Matron, tell 
On harmleſß me thou look oſt, fo fall; "R 


Thus like a Step-dame d olt appear. 


* 1. 


\ 7 


Or Tyger narling at a pointed | Spear, BET" 
Entreating thus the — ſtood by 


Ry 9 Lips and piteous Cry; 
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Of all his ſtately Robes undreſt. 
Such Limbs, ſuch naked Charms expreſt, 
As een a Thracian's Soul might move,” 
And ſoften ſavage Rage to Love. '' - 50 
But dire Canidia loſt to Senſe 
Of Pray'rs or Beauty's Eloquence,./*.} 1 
With Hair uncomb d, wild-flying, bound © 
In Knots of Vipers hiſſing round, ” 
Perſiſts, and ſuch Commands ſhe gave — 
Theſe Fig- trees rooted from a Grave, 
This Fun' ral Cypreſs take, ſtill more | 

This Spawn of Toads bedawb'd with Gore, j 
| Theſe Seritch-Owl's Wings, theſe Bones a Prey l 


rl ll | 
Snatch'd from a hungry Biteh away; | ll 
Add all the Herbs that Pontus yields, il 


Add all the Poiſon/of the Fields; | 'f 
Of theſe erect a baleful Pyre, 1 ji 
And burn them with a magic Fire. - 
Lo! Sagana from Place to Place 
Runs o'er the Houſe with eager Pace; 


And bt 
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To Conſcience of che crying Sin, 1 
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And this way, that way as ſhe goes 
The Waters of Avernus throws; 


As flies the Boar with briſtling Hairs, 


Or as her Quills the Hiſtrix rear, 


Thus with erected Locks the ſtares. 
Mean while curſt Veia deaf within” 


8 


Turns up with heavy Spade the Soil, vey wort 


And groans incumbent” on her Toil. | 


Here was the Boy interr'd ichn 


Starving with Dainties at his Eye, 
in long long Torments to remain, 


None might he touch alas! cloſe bound, 
Juſt peeping only oer the Ground. 


Immers d like Swimmers as they glide 


Pill wing their Chins upon the Tide. 
Thus when the Child in Pangs had ſtood” 


| Gazing en ed ey Food, ALL 
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Till funk his Eye-balls in their Hole, 
And he had look'd away his Soul ; 
Then his lean Corſe was to be pluck'd 
Again to Sight, his Marrow ſuck'd, 
His arid Liver to conſpire, 


And mix a Cup to kindle ſtrong Deſire. 


Fair Naples and the Cities near 
Believe that Folia too was here, 


The monſtrous Ariminian Dame 


Of rampant Luſt, and manlike Frame, 


That lifts to Heav'n her potent Call, 

And Moon and Stars enchanted fall. 
Canidia now with livid Jaws 

Her unpar'd Nails for Madneſs gnaws. 

What faid ſhe ? What forbore to ſay ? 

And how for Vengeance did ſhe pray? 

O Dian and all-ſhading Night 

That rule each dark myſterious Rite, 

And, where its horrid Actors ſtand, 


Spread a deep Silence o'er the Land, | 
* Faithfully 
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Faithfully conſcious to my Deed |. 1 
Now lend your Aid, my Labours ſpeed; 
Now in the Strength of Rage oppoſe. .- | 
Your Pow'r and Wrath gainſt all my Foes. 
Whilſt in the dreadful Foreſts lie 
The weary Beaſts in ſleepy Tie : 
And the old Leacher then putſues | 
His Luſt, and ſeeks Saburra's Stew, ; 17 
As thro' the Street he creeps. along, N 

May ev'iry Dog with noiſy Tongue 

Expoſe to view the daating Fool „ an 
The Scorn of all and Ridicule; een 
His ev'ry Part with Ointment "REF 

As ſtrong as e er theſe; Hands prepat "Ip Gade 
But what's the Cauſe I cant prevail? 
Why, why ſhou d thus my Med cines m 9 
Why leſs effectual prove eee b 
Medea mingled for her Foes, | 
Than thoſe with which the ee. 


She ſent her Talus rival Rride, eg, 
Fc The 
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The Robe that wrapt in vengeful Flane 
And burnt to Duſt the princety Dame 
Sure I've explor'd each poĩs nous Land. 
No Herb, no Root has ſcap d my Hand; 
Yet undiſturb d he refts his Head, 
And ſleeps on his enchanted Bed, 
From Thoughts of ev'ry Harlot free, 
And worſt of all from Love of me. 
Ah, ahl. he walks thus ſafe from Harm 
By ſome more skilful Witch's Charm. 8170 
Still thou ſhalt ſuffer . VHarus, know "Tan 
Some way Tl! ſardly-work thy Woe, 
Unuſual Potions ſhalt thou taſte K 11 
And ſue to ſlighted me with haſſ em: 
Diſtracted quite with am tous Pain 


No Spells thy Senſes Mall regnin. 

A Draught toiquell thy ſcornful Pride 4 
Stronger, ſtill ſtronger, TY provide; - if 
And plung d beneath the gen the Sies | 


Shall ink, and Eardh-o'er both haltig. 


— 
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Eer thou tormented in thy turn» - 
8 yi , 
Shalt ceaſe with Love of me to burn, 


As the ſulphureous Torch its livid Fire. 
At this no more with ſuppliant Cries 
The Boy to ſooth their Malice trie, 


But ſtruggling long His Silence breaks, || 


And thus in vengeful Fury ſpeaks. 
Eternal Right and Wrong remain; 

And 'tis the Law of Fate, that till, © 
Whoe'er inflicts, muſt ſuffer Ill! 

Ye Fiends, TIl curſe you from my Heart; 
Curſe in the Bitterneſs of Smart; 

And all that thus the Injur'd pray 


Will come; no Victim's Blood can ſtay... - 


When here deftroy'd I'll talk by Night, 

And you, a ghaſtly Shade, affright; _ 
Your Checks with bloody Talons wound, 

Such is the Power of Ghoſts profound. 
— "7 * Incunbu 
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Incumbent on your ſtruggling Bræaſt 
TIl rob your ſhudd ring Souls of Reſt. 
You ugly Hags the Mob ſhall bent 


With pelting Stones from Street to Street 
At length your Limbs exposd to Air 
Shall rav nous Wolves and Vulturs tea: 
My mournful Parents that ſhall be 
Then living, Ah! long after me, i 
This wiſh/d-for Scene of your juſt End ſhall fee. 
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EPODE VI. 


To GASSIUS SEV BRUS. 


HY, ſcoundrel Cur, doft thou infeſt 
ae ſnarling Rage the harmleſs Gueſt, 
But, i z plund'ring Wolf come by, 
Doſt, Coward, hang yi Tall any? 
Come hither if thou dar'ſt engage; 
At me dre thy — and Rage; 


Come 
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Come fall on me, who can maintain 
The Field, and bitten bite again. 

Like the true Maſtiff and the Hound 
A faithful Guard to Shepherds found. 
I prick my Ears, o'er Snows away, py. el J 
And boldly chace each Beaſt of Prey. 


With dreadful Noiſe thou ſhak'ſt the Wood, | 
But ſniff ſt at Scraps of offer d Food; | 
And woud'ſt betray thy Maſter's Truſt 
For any Villain's treach'rous Cruſt, 
Take heed, beware, Tye Teeth and Heart, | 


And always make the „Ker ſmart: : 
Neer did the falſe Lycambes kh 

Or Bupalus a fiercet Fo. 
By Malice wounded, ; yhat ſhall 1 4111 | 
of like A helpleſs Child and whine er! 
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E N DR MN. 44 


1 an mae whither do dat 
| fly? 


Why to your long-heath' Swords your Hands 


apply ? 
What, has as yet too little Latian Blood N 


Drench'd the fat Field and purpled ev'ry Flood * 


Whilſt we ruſh'd on not to ſubdue the Pow'rs 

Of Carthage, and deſtroy its envied Tow'rs ; 

Or that the Briton, Who untam d remains, | 

Shou'd down the ſacred Way be dragg d in Chains; 

But that the Parthians Joy, this mighty Town, 

This Rome might lie by Romans tumbled down. 
Een ſavage Wolves and Lions we exceed, 

Theſe never ſlay but Beaſts of diff rent Breed, 

With us by Brothers“ Fury, Brothers bleed. 

Is it blind Rage or ſtronger Force of Fate, 


. 


Or Crimes that urge you thus to foul Debate? 
Anſwer me ſtrait: Ah nol-- look how they gaze 


Struck with dead Paleneſs and unmoy'd Amaze. 
4 þ 2. ---It 
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275 De EPODES | 
--- It muſt be ſo, dire Fates, I ſee full well, 
For Fratricide the Romans thus impel ; 


On late Poſterity avenge the Guilt. CSI > AM: \ 
Of Remus loud-tongu'd Blood unjuſtly ſpilt. 


_— 
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E P O D E VIII. Omitted. 
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E PO DE NW | 
= M AE O E N A'S, 
ALT HEN glad at Css fafe Return from War 1 } 
V _Tciutmphing o'er our Foes oppreſt 
Shall you and I, Mzcenas, drain the Jarr 51 | 
4 Reſerv'd to crown the mighty Feaſt ? Lp." 


When. ſhall we thus regaling hear around) 
Grateful to Fove, ſweet Notes conſpire, 

Thro your high Dome the ſhriller Pipe-reſfound if = 

A . 4 


o 


's 
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As late, with flaming Navy o'er the Main 


When Neptyne's boaſted Son was chac'd, 


Who kindly took from Rebel Slaves the Chain 


Threat'ning on free-born Necks to caſt. 


A Roman Gen ral now degen'rate, baſe, 


A Female's Property is grown, 
And (wond'rous Story to our future Race) 
For Lords can witherd Eunuchs own, 


He tnoves ſubſervient to his barb'rous Queen, 
Deigns at her Wotd to march and fight; 

Her Conopy where royal Flags are ſeen 
The Sun beholds, diſgraceful Sight | 

Two chouſcnd dai late ſcorn'd their Chief's 

| * {Command, 

Sviß — bim hy and dar'd to cry 

o. Ceſar's Name aloud ; turn'd to the * 
The foreign Ships enharbour d lie. 

5 L | T 3 Br ight 
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Bright God of Triumph, why doſt thou ſo long 
Thy golden Chariot's Wheels delay ? 

Come God of Triumph bring the Heifer young, 
And at the facred Altar ſlay. | 


Ne'er did'ſt thou waft from hoſtile Lybia's Plains 
Marius or Scipio half ſo great, | 
Scipio, of whoſe Heroic Deeds remains 
Fall'n Carthage Monument compleat, 


Conquer'd by Land and =D from Ceſar s Face 
I fee, I ſee the flying Foe 

Stript of his purple Robes, and in their Place 
Clad with the fable Weeds of Woe. | 


Or now for Crete with adverſe Blaſt he goes, 
Crete with an hundred Cities crown'd ; 
Or headlong on the whirling 3 __ 
Or roams uncertain the Profound, | 
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Bring Glaſſes, Boy, that larger Draughts contain, 
Of Chian, Lesbian Wine good Store; 

Fill poignant Czcube Loathing to reſtrain, 


And make our Stomachs hold the more, 


Sad Cares and Fears how Cæſar might fucceed 


Have long oppreſs d my drooping Soul, 
I now with Joy my Sorrows and my Dread 
Will finiſh in the gen'rous Bowl. 


EPODE . 


On MAVI U S . | 


LL omen'd launches forth the Ship 
That bears rank Maævius o'er the Deep: 


Blow, South-Wind, Blow, ſwell high the Tides, . 


With dreadful. Billows beat her Sides ; ; 
Thou Eaſt the Waves obliquely rear, 


Break all her Oars, her Cables tear ; 
4 1 4 Ribe 


Let fad Orion ſinking les 
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As ſtrong as rend the Mountain Oaks; 


Dark Horror o'er the Waters throw, 
No twinkling Star's ditecting Light 


Chear the rough Face of diſmal Night; 


Nor let him fail in greater Peace 

Than once the conqu'ring Bands of Greece, 
When Pallas, . ion ſunk in Fire, 

On impious Ajax turn'd her Ire. 

What Floods of Sweat, what mighty Pain 
Does for thy trembling Crew remain! 

With deathlike Paleneſs on thy Cheek 

How like a Female ſhalt thou ſhriek, - 
And Pray rs preſer with many a Tear 
To angry Jave averſe to hear 

When ruſhing on th Joan Bar. 

The ſtormy South exerts his Sway, 1 
When bell wing Waves impetuous riſe, . - , 
CI 10 Ship. in Shivers fie. 
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O! if thus wreck'd I ſee thee dead 
And'on the Beach unburied laid, : | 
There with thy putrid Carnage pleaſe = 
The rav'nous Birds that haunt the Seas; 
A luſtful Goat and Lamb Tl burn, 

And to the Storm glad Thanks return. 


EPODE XL. 
To PÞ ET T-4:T 8. 
Arewell my Mule, I joy no more. 
To ſcribble Songs as heretofore ; 


Love, Pettius, Love, has ſhot his Dart 
Again, and deeply piercd my Heart. 


Sure the ſoft God that backing lies 
In pretty Boys and Virgins Eyes, 
Did ne'er a Breaſt like mine inſpire 
With melting Flames of fond Deſire. 
al The 
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The Woods but thrice their Leaves 1 caſt, 
But three ſhort Years this Winter paſt, 5 
Since I my Rage begun to rule 4 

And ceas'd to be Trachia's Fool. . 


Ah! what a publick Talk was I. 
The Jeſt of ev'ry Company! 
Thus to unman me how to blame ! 
My — what a Shame! 


Here the ſoft Lan guor of my "mY 

Deep from my heaving Breaſt the 1 5 
Here e en my Lips i in Silence ſeal'd, N 
The Paſſion of 8 Heart reveal'd, 


But when bold Bacchus warm'd wy Breaft | 
And fallen Sorrows diſpoſleſt, LF 
My Tongue at length inſpir d to move. | 5 
Told en . Bs MENTS 
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How oft alas! I clos'd your Side; 
Stunn'd you with Nonſenſe, whimper'd, cry'd; | 
Mad that my Nymph rich Ideots priz d. 
And Wit with Poverty deſpisd! 


Then mov'd with Indignation ſpake, 

« Such Uſage I no more can take; 

« No longer will I feed my Wound, 

* But cut the Gangrene from the Grounds = 


« With Gifts no longer will I try 

« My richer Riyal to outvie, 

«« Deſpiſe the Jilt's deluding Face 
« And ſhun my Ruin and Diſgrace.” 


Thus I went on in manly Strain, 

But my Reſolves were all but vain ; 

I faid I'd go directly home, 
But ah! my Feet were fore d to roam. 


Eer 
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Eer on my Way, alas! I thought, 

I to-my Tortrer's Door was brought, = 
Where on hard Stones I oft had laid 
My aking Limbs and ſleepleſs Head. 


Tnachia's Slave I long remain d, 

Till by + Lucinde's Charms enchain d, 
Lucinda grac'd with golden Hair, 
Meltiogly oft and charming Fair. 


Nor Friend's Advice or ſerious Blame 
Can plead me free, or quench my F lame, 
My Cure ſome dearer Nymph muſt prove, | 
And Love muſt be expell'd by Love. 
+. I hope A eng in this Place will be 6: nifty 
—_— | : | 
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E P ODE XU. 


E E, the dark Skies with low' ring Tempeſts 
. [frown 


And Fove in Raj and ao comes pouring down; 
Hark! rattlingBoyeas fweeps the Land and Flood, 


Mounts high the Waves and bends the lab'ring 
I Wood: 


Tis a rough Day, fit only for the Glaſs ; ; 
Let's catch the uſeful Moments e er they paſs; * 
Drink and be gay, my Friend, in vig'rous Prime, 
Nor ſhow one aged Wrinkle cer the time 
Come bring the Cask that has untouch'd remain'd 
Since I was born, and Conſul Manly reign d: 
Be this our only Care --- No more complain; 
Tho now they frown, the Heav'ns will ſmile again. 
To flow with Spikenard, to indulge the Bowl, 
And pour ſoft heay'nly Muſick on the Soul, 
Theſe of all Remedies are ſure the beſt 
To eaſe the Wors that load an anxious Breaſt. 

| Fam'd 


1 


266 Te EPO DES 


Fam'd Chiron to the Youth, his glorious Care, 
Foretold his Doom, and taught him thus to cheer; 
Thou matchleſs Boy, of Weti? Godlike Breed, 
But ſtill of mortal Father, mortal Seed ; 
Thou muſt. to Troy inevitably 0 , 
See winding Simois, and cool Xanthus flow; dul 


E *& To 


Al, all Return the rigid Fa ates — thanj ; 

There ſhalt thou fall ;---nor to thy natiye Shore - 
Thy Mother Goddeſs of the Main reſtore : + 
But, whilſt thou liſt encamp'd beſide the Town, 
Still, till with Wine the ſprightly Goblet crown; 
Let Muſick join her ſweet aſſuaſive Voice, 


Sooth each ill-favour'd Care, and teach thee to 
Ups. 
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E PO DE XIV. 
To M 4 C E NAS. 


HY doſt thou ver thy Bard to Death, 
Mæcenas gen' rous Knight, EO 

Upbraid ſo oft with my Neglect, | | 
And teaze me thus to write ? — 
„ What flothful Fit 9 thy Soul Soul — bi 
« What dull Oblivion creep? , E 
« Haſt thou been draining Lethe's Flood 

4 And drown'deach Senſe in Sleep? 


Unfiniſh'd ſtill the Strains muſt lie, 

And I ſtill falſe muſt prove; 
A God, a God retards my Pen, 

And ah! that God is Love. 
3 O 0 4 
Thus old Anacreon wept his Woes 
Poſſeſt with am' rous Fire, 

158 And 
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And oft to rude unmeaſur d Lays 
Attun' d his founding Lyre. 
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And can't at preſent blame F . 
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Rejoice, that ſo compleat a Fair | wn 
- Your Kinder Fates have ſen | "ad . #4: 4+ 1. n 
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E P ODE xv. 
To M EA R A. 
WAS Night, and in unclouded Glory ſhone | 
Amidſt her ſtarry Train the Silver Moon, 


When round my Waiſt 118 clinging Aras you | 
* | 
Cloſer than twining Ivy to me grew, 


And in ſuch Words, (I dictating before) 

| Raptur'd with Love thus ſolemnly you loge: 

oe Whilſt prowling Wolves devour the harmleſs 
[Sheep, 

And Ar ue toſs Sailors on the Deep, 

While Phæbus ſpreads his long refulgent Hair 

Fann'd by refreſhing Gales of vernal Air, 

Thus long will fond Neæra conſtant prove, 

And pay her Horace faithful Love for Love. 

Witneſs be Heav'n and ev'ry God, you ſaid; 

But Joon, too ſoon you ev'ry God betray'd, 

It can't be born---Thou faithleſs Jilt adieu, 


I'll rouſe my drooping Soul---and thou ſhalt rue. 
U Can 


| 
: 
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Can I ftill love, when me you always ſlight, 
And grant my richer Rival ev'ry Night ? 
No! if one Spark of Manhood's left, T Il tear 


Thee from my Soul; and ſeck. ſome truer Fair. 


When aft provok' d J once. Reſentmem find . 
And ſtrong Averſion ſettled in my Mind, 
Beauty and all the World wou'd plead in vain 
To root it out, and win my Heart again, | 
Thou Happier fav'r rite Youth, who-e, er chou be, 
That now doſt laugh and triumph over me; 
Tho rich 3 in Cattle, rich in fertile F zel, 


And bleſt with all the Gold Pactolus yields, 


Tho all the winning Arts of Love you know,.. / 
And brighter Charms chan blooming Nerexs ſhow, 


At length her Falſchood jilted you ſhall mourn; 
And then Ill laugh and triumph in my turn. 
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EP ODE v1 * 
by 25 the ROMAN Rande 


Ne", Civil Diſcord waſtes a ſecond Ape, 
And Rome A Victim falls to Roman Rage: : 


_ that cou d brave che neighb! ring Mar fian's ; 


3 
* 


Web a9 ng {Band 
And 1 Sal the threat ning Juſcan Armies ftand, 
Cod Spartacus and rival Capua quell, 


And faithleſs Gaul accuſtom' d to rebel; 
Rome that the Germans Fury cou'd abate, 
And conquer Hamibal the Matron's Hate, 
We ſhall deſtroy ourſelves, ill-fated Breed, 6 
Doom 'd for our Founder s Crime alas l to bleed; 3 
Soon her high Walls ſhall level with the Plain, | 
And Beaſts of Prey inhabit here again : 
Th' inſulting Victor o'er her Duſt ſhall ride, 
And hoſtile Courſers trample on her pride: 
Quirinus Bones i in Earth ſo long confin d, 0 
* with Heat, and unconſum d with Wind, 
U 2 The 
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1% 
The Fox, dire Sight! to upper Air ſhall bring, 
And o er her Ruins inſolently fling. 
What ſhall we do? you ask with'gen'ral Cries, 
How-curb our Rage, and end our Miſeries? 
My. beſt Advice is this ;---No longer ſtay, 
Like the Pbocæans from your Country ſtray ; 
As they devoted Race by Siege conſtrain'd 
Left heir dear Home and ſought a foreign Land, 
Their Fields, their Houſes, and their, Fancsrefign'd 
To Wolyes and Boars, and all the ſavage kind ; 
Thus o'er the Earth and Occan let us go 


here Chance ſhall, bear us, or the Winds ſhall 


blow. 
Speak | beiter 1 chat can, —0or rif this pleaſe, ad 


Launch, Launch the lucky Sbip and ſtem theSeas. 
But ſtop, er yet we leave our native Ground 
With this ſtrict Oath let all our Troops be bound; 
When the plung g 2 Stone ſhall riſing ſwim the Tide, 
And c Oer its neighb'ring Mount the Po ſhall glide; 
When lofty Apennine ſhall turn his Head, 


Shoot prone and del old Ocean's oozy Bed; 
When 
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When diffrent Kinds ſhall mix in monſtrousLove, 
Tygers court Deers, and Kites gallant the Dove; 
When fearleſs Kine ſhall brave the Lion's Voice, 
And Goats grown ſmooth in briny Waves rejoice; 
Then will we long to ſee our Country's Shore, 
Then homewards turn our Sails,---but not before, 
Thus let us ſwear; and yet, if any knows 
Things more impoſſible, let's mention thoſe: 
Then all, or all beſide the ign'rant Crew, 
Beneath dire Curſes if we prove untrue, 8 
Bound o'er the Sea and ſeek Adventures new. f 
Let the ſoft Coward, that's afraid to roam, 
Lie {till and preſs his luckleſs Bed at Home: 


Ye who have Souls, unmanly Gricf reſtrain, 


And Friends with me, come, ſcour the Tuſcan 
Main. 


Here we have Room and may expatiate free 
O'er boundleſs Tracts of Land-furrounding Sea. | 
Here ſhall we find at length, if Heay'n but ſiniles, 
_ Here —_— find' — rich, the happy ile. a 
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Where annual Ceres loads the untill'd Field, 
And Vines unprun'd perpetual Cluſters yield; 
Where faithful Olives ſtill with Fruits abound, 
And kindly Trees with native Figs are crown'd; 


Where Honey flows from Oaks, and down the 
(Hills 


With gentle 05 dance the limpid Rills; 3 
Where to the Pail the willing Goats proceed, 
And with diſtended Dugs the fleecy Breed : 
No Ev'ning Bears ſtalk grumbling round the Fold, 
No pois'nous Vipers heave the ſwelling Mold. 
Still for our wond'ring Souls more Bliſs remains, 
Here heavy Storms neer glut the ſickly Plains, | 
Nor buried Seed for want of Moiſture dies, 
Thus tempers both the Ruler of the Skies: 

No plund'ring Greeks has Argo hither brought, 
Or dire Medea here ber Magic taught; 

Hither no artful Tyrians Cer have ſtect d, 
Or falſe Ulyſſes with: his glutt nous Herd; 
The Sheep and Kine feed from Contagion clear, 


No baleful Star's fierce Influence ſcorches * 
O 


Jove for the righteous few.reſerv'd this Place, 

When golden Days he vility'd with Braſs, 

But now, much worſe, an Iron Age we ſee, 

Tis time, high time, for pious Souls to flee ; 
Believe the Bard, kind Feve will guide us o'er, 
And land us ſafely on the bliſsful Shore. 


E PO D F BW 
"T0 CAN I D FA 


Yield, 1 yield, —. thy Sway, 
And vanquiſh'd thus, Canidia, pray 1 
By her that holds th inßernal Reign, 
And Dian ne er provok d i in vainz 
By the dite Writings chat! impart 8 * 1 
The Myſt'ries of che magic Art, 1 
And teach with Charms to a high, 
The ſtarry Glories pf the N ur 
U 4 No 
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No more thy Curſes let me feel, 
Looſe back, O dooſe thy racking Whee t. 
Some Pity to a ſuppliant Poe 
Een Thetis' cruel Son cou'd ſhow ; 2: 1: 
Tho' Telephus:agamnithim brought. - 5 1 
His Myſian Troops, and ſharply: fought,”> 
Vet at his humble Suit he found 

His Pray'rs receiv d and cur'd his Wound. 
Tho' once he ſwore, ' whene'er he kill'd 

Hector the Murd'rer of the Field . ; 

T* expoſe his Limbs in open Ar 

For rav nous Birds and Dogs to tear; a 

Vet when old Priam came from Troy | 0 
Trembling before the haughty Bo, 
And at his Feet the Corſe implor'd,” 

He heard, relented, and reſtor'd ; 

With Balm the Trojan Mattons ſpread,” © © 
And fafe interr'd their Hero dead; 
By Circe's Art the drudging Train, 

That row'& Ulyſes o'er the Minn. 
4 0 0 ain 0 ry Their 
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Their proper Shape were fore d refign, gn 
And loſe the Man in briſtly S wine; 
But when the Gen ral humbly ſu d, nt dür 
Her Pow'r the human Form renewd; 
Their priſtine Mind and Voice and Face 
Return'd, and ev'ry manly Grace. ; 
O thou much- low d, much-honour'd Dame, 
The Tars and Pedlars common Elame, \ 
Too much already, Faith, I've: bore; + - - 
And oh! torment me now no more; "dey 
Brisk Youth is fled; the bluſhing Roſe 
On my fair Cheek no longer glows, © 
Inſtead of lovely White and Rd. 
With fallow Skin my Bones are-ſpread':--- - 
My Locks alas! grow grey, beſmear d 
With magic Oils that you prepar d; 
My ev'ry Part dire Tortures ſeize, | | 
Nor can I find one Moments Eaſe : - Ye) ba. 
Night follows Day, but yields no-Reft ; - + ) 
Day chaſes Night, but ſtil my Breaft, +» 


Struggles with mighty Pangs poſſeſt. 
| Convinc'd 


Ay * fy — - wy e 
e * 22 
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F.  Convinc'd by ſad Experience 1! ñẽ 
No more the Farce of Charms deny, | 
Own they can burn the Cheſt in wan, 
And ſplit the craʒy Head with Pain. 
Oh Earth! Oh Sea l Tm all on Fire, 
What can' ſt thou worſe than this deſire? 
I burn, I burn tormented more 
Than Hercules by Nefſus' Gore, 
More rapid Heats poſſeſs my Veins: . 
Than /Etnd's raging Womb contains. 
Ah! in your Magazine of Woes 
Poiſons on Poiſons you'll compoſe, 
Till all to Cinders ſcorch d at laſt 
I fly the Sport of ev'ry Blaſt. 17 
Speak; What's the Fete that muſt find, 
The Mulct, "the Penaky defign'd ? 
Whateer you ak, I'll gladly pay, 
An hundred'Bulls,----or lying Lay. 
Thou modeſt, virtaous, all divine 
e With Stars u golden Stur ſhalt nine. 
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In Praiſes thus my Pray ra beginn, 


Such Pray 'rs great Leda 's dons eu d Wm. 


Gainſt Helen dard the + Bard to write, 
And vengeful they depriv'd of Sight: 

But when he ſuppliant chang'd his Strain, 
They pitying gave his Eyes again. 

As pow'rful, O be kind like theſe, 

My tortur'd Soul of Madneſs eaſe. | 
---- Illuſtrious Dame, whoſe glorious Race 
No Blots of Infamy diſgrace, N 
Vou hate malicious Hags obſcene, ; 
Your Breaſt is gen'rous, Hands are clean, : 
Unſtain'd with Blood ;--- You ne' er ! 
The Manſions of the buried Poor, 

Steal the warm Aſhes hoarded * | 
And impious diſſipate | in Air. 50 


Your Womb, as well your Midwife knows, | 


With falſe Protub rance ne er aroſe : I 
What, tho' you feel no tra ling Smart, 


And from your Bed with Vigour ſtart? 


1 9 „ Vet, 
+ Steſichorus. 
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Vet, O, your Births miſt — 


Lucina favouts bee 
4 Ni 830 117 
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N vain, baſe Man, in vain you pray, 
My Ears are deaf to all you ay; W 

Sooner ſhall Rocks whoſe craggy Sides 

Are daſh'd by foud tempeſtuous Tides, 

Melt at the Ship-wreek 'd Sailor's Woe, 

Than I one Glimpſe of Pity — 

Shou'd you Chile Rites proclaim, 2 | 

And make the Jeſt of | common Fame, +0 


Expoſe ( God Cupid rev ling free, - | 
And unreveng'd untortur'd _ 
Shou'd you thus 20 the Cenſor s Part | 
| As the high Prieft of magic Art, * eee 


2 
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With my Diſgrace the City fill, 
Blaſt my dear Fame, and I be ſtill ? 
What boots it now that you of late 8 
Brib'd Marfan Hags at ſuch a rate, . 


Vour adverſe Poiſons mix d ſo faſt, 

Since Wretch you ſuffer thus at laſt ? 
Your hated Life ſhall long remain 

For fad Variety of Pain: 

Quite mad with Torment ſhall y you uy. | 
To graſp kind Death, but Death ſhall fly. 
The treach'rous Tant alus, that ſtands 
Starving with Dainties at his Hands, 
Intreats for Eaſe ; Prometheus bound, Hack 
The Eagle's Prey, from Hell, profound ach 


\ 9 
99 


Roars out for Eaſe ; with many a Groan TY 


Sr/yphus labours his huge Stone 998 = 15 
Up the high Mount $ ſeep Side, in | hope | 1 
At length to lodge i it on the Top, 3 
But all in vain; for Tove denies, | | 

And endleſs Pain to each ſuppliey, 


* 
* 


FY * — 40 Light 
8 ; N now ſhall ſcale the Turrets * 


Ad ſeek from thenoe to end your Smart; 
* Nax point the Dagger to yout Heart, 
New round your Throat the Haler throw, 
Nor find a Refuge for your Woe.. y 3 | 


T'll on your Neck in Triumph, ride, 
Make you bend low beneath my Pride, 
And o'er the trembling World . OY 
Shall I with ſuch; vat,Pow 1 endwd,..- 
(My Pow'r your prying Eyecthave wow) 
Shall I, that wondrous! Motions give; 
And teach the waren Mould 54:4 

Shall I, that from the faulted Pole - 
With mighty Voice the Moon can Pn 3 


uon O A 
I, that can ope the e yawning Buſt 
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And tat to Life the buried Duſt ; 


7811 * KY | 1 0) 2! | 
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Can mingle Cups of ſtrong Deſire, 
And alter Hate to am'rous Fire; oe 
Shall I, o'er Nature that prevail, 
My Impotence of Art bewail, 
And on your little Body fail ? 


HE 
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CARUEN SECULARE: 


Phæbus God of tuneful Lays, 
Diana Quęen of ſhady Hills, 
Whoſe Preſence radiant Light diſpla 5e, 
And all the skies with Glory fills, 
Still, as in Ages paſt, to be ador d, 
Hear What we ask and graciouſly afford. 


Lo now the Feſtal Days proceed, 
When Sihl in their faered Verſe , 
Selected Boys and Girls decreed 1 
Their Pray'rs and Praiſes to rehearſe, -, 
To ſooth the Guardians of the Town that lies 
On ſev'n fair Mountains tow ring to the Skies. | 


X All 


e 
2. 
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* Tbes rifing cates in Orient Flame, — 


Driv'ſt far the gloomy Night away, 
And ſhin'ſt Another and the Same, 
As oer the Heay'ns thou roll ſt, may Rome be found 
The e Object in thy ſpacious Round. 


* 


O Nlithya, kind to —_— my 0 } 
The Labduts of the pregnant Fair, | g 
Or if Lucina better pleaſe, af Rog Sia 2 
Or Genitalis ſuit your Ear; ; 1 9252 


Preſerve the teeming Dames, and O a 
Mature the Birtb, and gently bring to Light. 


The Works of Cenelalbbn bleſs =P 
Let numnirous Progenies ariſe, 
And give the Statütes in Succeſs,” | 
That favour facred Noptial Ties; * | 
"Let Tulius Law for ever proſp rous ſtand 
Fertiſe with large Supplies to fil the Land. 
7 | The 
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The mighty Feſtal as before 
The rolling Cent ties thus ſhall bring 
And Plays and Games be acted o er 
Ang till fucceeding Youth ſhall fog; 
Thrice in the lucid Day, collect their Throngs, 
And thrice at pleaſing Eye exalt their, Songs. 


Ye Maids, that Faves high Orders know, 

In ygur Eredictions ever truc. 
That boldly fay, Let Things be ſq, 
And, thus the ſure, Events 3 3 
Pronounce that Rome's great Fortune fill ſhall laſk 
And future Times be happy as the palt..,,.. |, - 


With huge Encreaſe let Cattle breed. 
The Earth abundant. Products yield, 

In golden Ears ariſe the Seed | | 
And weighty Haryeſts crown the Field ; ; 


Each kind of Young let wholeſome Rains e 
ove 
And gentle Airs 9 improve. 77 


A 


Thy 
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Thy Arrows ſheatly;! thy Bow unbend, 
Evok'down with kind propitious Rays ; 
Apollo, to the Boys attend, 
74 ThSſuppliant Boy tht pran un Pri: 
oO Bunt, bear thy Virgins tanefulSoand,” | 
— aſcent crown'd 


Rome, Nome to you its Wage owe 
The great neus brought his Band 

Sav'd from the Rage of Flames and Fos 
Safe o'er the Main by your Command; 


By you ſecurely fixt on Latium Coaſt, 
And gave à nöbler Empire than they lot: 


With vittuous Prinbeiples inſpire, 
ve Gods, — 1 
But grant the Aged to retire blog n 
And breath their laſt in — 
Give, hopeful Offiprings to the Roman Eine, 
Bid Wealth ene — 
NT 8 .& Let 
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Let him ho from the hedv'nly Spting 
Who Snow-white zen joys 10-brlag, 
And pays you Honiage! with their Blood, ©. 


Lotglgghinvreign' of tens Heese Soul; | 
The Proftrate-raiſe, the haughty Foe 806 trout: 7) T0 


Our Troops ö cnn on 3 
By Sea and Land che furious A 

Rome's matchleſo Poe is forcd to WW) 

And bear the Yoke with trembliag Dread; 

The ſtubborn-Seythrans fink * | 
And Indians ſeek our Orders and obey.” - 


Old Faith no Io again from ve) 8 
Honour and Chuſtity reviv ee 
And Virtue baniſh'd 3 * Ort F 
No here a gain bende 60 e W 
Peace ſooths wit Olive- Wand each hoſtile Shore, 
And from her Hern rich Plenty pours her Store 
* Great 
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1 alahetacred Nine ell. 6 TY 2 
From whom the Gifte h Muck HW; 
8 God-who firſt diſplay d the healing u. 
C anima our Weakneſß, atd one, 


FAUBU 1% ga Plies,” 21] 12 IC 

And pleasd: thy Temple chere dot view, 
On Rane and Latium ſhed; thy Smiles. 

And ſtill on happy, happier Ages ſ end 


Thou $00; Diana, Gaddeſs bright. 
Hear us and bleſs with Looks benign, 
Thou whom the ſacred Hills delight V bak 
Hear and regard the Sibyls.facred Pries. 


And kind] mi ical Requeſts. n 
{4 grant our WU ates 1! ft. 
4 5 2 i | We 


"3 d bonn theGods have bend our Lays #4. 


That We approves, « and all the Pow'rs divine 
Fo * Roman State unanimous combine, 


Hala * 


2 


goo) Oo Af * $2 


| Ae Ns N * „A * FI {x "4 
£ 5 5 1 din auc T att nis 5 9 
* Ke - eb ino Bip av 671 re” . 8 5 
e 19 . lig +; ves; e r- 


ee Weide aan v1 6 Yoſt L 


$ 


. 


e 
* 
2 


